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How Dare We 


Your cover for Issue #30 really yanked 
my tadpole. The very idea that you 
would consider insulting me like that 
infuriates me. Me, riding that insuffer- 
able bitch! Imagine! Sure, that damn 
owl was a pervert in a feathered suit. 
but | never did anything to deserve the 
public humiliation you have brought on 
me. Do you realize how traumatic 
working on that show was? | mean, look 
at Henrietta, fer cryin’ out loud. Could 
you keep it cool working with cleavage 
like that? | hope you all croak. 

-Freddy the Frog 


What's so funny about big-breasted, 
overweight female animals lusting after 
wimpy green frogs? Come to my dress- 
ing room and I'll karate chop your sorry 
ass with my big ham hock. 

-Miss Piggy 


Help for Hellman 


| was shocked to see Danny Hellman's 
plea for help in the inside front cover of 
#30. To think that any artist exercising 
his Constitutional rights to free speech 
could be dragged through the courts in 
such a disgraceful manner is an out- 
rage! Enclosed, please find my card; | 
am willing to quit my job and help Dan 
full-time so long as he moves here to 
Florida. God bless America! 
-Stuart Baggish, District Attorney 
Pinellas County, Florida 
(Mike Diana’s Changed Man) 


Life Really Sucks, 
But the Radiation Rolled Me 


| don't care what Lloyd Kaufman says. It 
wasn't a film. It wasn't. We were shoot- 
ing a movie called The Kickass Avenger 
and suddenly this truck dumped some 


real toxic waste onto the set. | mutated. 
| really did. They played along with it as 
a plot angle and renamed the film. | 
wasn't acting, you bastards! Іт a real 
FREAK! I'm gonna retire and go make 
really crappy movies, like another six or 
seven fucked up Highlander sequels. 
That'll teach ya. 

-The Toxic Avenger 


Panty Raid 


Dominick: 
Those used panties | gave you were for 
YOU, you pizza-slinging fool. You were- 
n't supposed to sell them on eBay. 
Someone gives you an interview, you 
sick, twisted, perverted lawyer, and you 
violate their trust. The least you could 
do is send me half the money. Or could 
we go into business with this? 
-Corey of 
Nashville Pussy 


You can have my panties to sell on 
eBay if you want. Sorry about the to- 
bacco stains. 

-Monica Lewinsky 


Time Traveler 


1 ат writing in advance to let you know 
how outraged | am at the incessant 
crap you people are spinning in Issue 
#493. Certainly, nothing was great up 
through #492, yet | kept buying it. But 
#493 was a monstrosity. | was on the 
verge of canceling my subscription to 
this lame duck fringe culture 'zine, but 
then | figured, hell, | could hop in the 
Delorean and travel back in time and 
warn you that you were going to suck 
even worse. So take this opportunity 
and USE IT! If you don't, I'll never read 
you again and, in fact, will go back to 
before | ever read the mag and make 
sure | don't. And I'll tell your advertisers 


| won't buy their products. And if they 

don't listen, I'll go back further in time 

and stop any of them from ever starting 
companies. So don't screw with me. 

-Doc Emmett L. Brown 

Hill Valley 


Submissions 


Dear Sirs: 
| am interested in submitting a feature 
piece to Brutarian for publication. This 
piece, entitled, "The Ecology of the 
Dust Mite and Its Relationship as a Hu- 
man Bedfellow for the Purposes of 
Feeding off Dead Skin," is absolutely 
the best piece of its kind. It is being 
considered by National Geographic and 
Bugs Unlimited, but | wanted to give 
you the honor or first look. Attached to 
my email, you will find the piece as well 
as 17.4 gigabytes of images. You might 
need half the magazine to cover this 
one, Salemi. 

-Dick Hertz from 

Holden (Maine) 


Thanks for nothing, pal. The story 
stinks, we're not a bug zine anyway, 
and if you read the damn submission 
guidelines on our Web site, you'd have 
clearly seen us requesting that you 
NOT send us file attachments. Espe- 
cially 17.4 GB of them. Christ, | get 
online with a pocket calculator, aka 
"WebTV." So go blow. -Ed. 


Hey there, 
Im sending you a story it is about a guy 
who doesn't know how to have sex and 
he leanrs from a space alien from Mars. 
| no youll like it cuz it is cool. 
-Some Illiterate Dumbass 
Hicksville, USA 


Your career as a writer is guaranteed- 
on bathroom walls. -Ed. 
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22 Why | Love Condoms 
by Linda M. Sharp 
Why... we never thought of it this way 71 
before! 
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Hospital Food 

by Gilbert Allen 

Шов by Kerry Talbott 

54 Roy Loney All the lady asked was if she could sit 


Interview by John Oliver down... and got the Cosmic Truth ex- 
and Dom Salemi plained to her. 


222 There are moments 
ж» when, even to Ше sober eye of Reason, the 
voii of our sad Humanity may assume the semblance of a 

Hell — but the imagination of man is no Carathis, to explore with 
impunity its every cavern. Alas! the grim legion of sepulchral terrors 
cannot be regarded as altogether fanciful — but, like the Demons in 

whose company Afrasiab made his voyage down the Oxus, they 

must sleep, or they will devour us — they must be 
suffered to slumber, or we perish. 


--Еддаг Allan Poe, The Premature Burial 
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| See that little guy? 
Б м | The big guy was killing 


him, so I was bashin' 


ae 


Dus No little guy, no problem. 
МШ You may be the oldest 
N but you sure ain't the 
АА 
\ 
j 
Ф 4 


brightest. 
Bite me 
college boy. 


Abe, you can't mess 
with them. Damnit, don't 
you ever pay attention when we 
watch the Discovery Channel? It's 
natural selection! You kill that big 
guy and it screws up the food 
chain. With no predators the 
little guys overpopulate and 
destroy their environment. Can't 
you see the problem with that? 
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LISTEN UP! 


What's this? At Brutarian, we're always evolving. On 31 March 2000, editor Dom Salemi teamed up with writer 
and Web designer David Fitzpatrick to bring Brutarian to the Internet. Sixteen days later, the first fledgling version 
of our Web site went live at www.brutarian.com. We breezed along our originally planned route, archiving the 29 
back issues on the site, reproducing all the fantastic covers, and even providing some excerpts from recent issues. 
We even started an eGroups mailing list to which anyone can subscribe, to keep you informed of what's up in the 
world of Brutarian. Dom Salemi even launched a regular column entitled Necessary Roughness, where he fills us 
in on what's recent in the world, reviewing books, movies, videos, et al., so you don't have to wait for another is- 
sue of Brutarian to hit the stands. But there's more. But it didn't stop there. We created biography pages for 
each and every contributor who has ever graced our hallowed pages, with hyperlinked references to each ar- 
chived issue in which they appeared. And we hyperlinked every occurrence of their names on those issues back 
to their bios. We opened the bios to contributor input, in hopes of building a résumé of sorts for them, complete 
with text, pictures, and even hy- 
perlinks to locations on the Internet 
where a contributor might have 
works displayed or even have a 
personal or profes- sional Web 
site. But why? We did а! 
these things for a lot | | > өне Жы” ДОМ. of reasons, not 
the least of which is ||... пен Ы : ш ; - that we value 
and honor our con- | === ый iier ы A tributors — 
after all, if it weren't | a cau. atone toe ао ем "ws || for them, Bru- 
tarian would пої | | «weis us have become 


: c tissue: #30 The Thinking Ape Blues . 
the magazine ОҢ | [2м Beer ON SALE NOW! | | балапан Art Director Mark Potenie fringe culture 


that it is today. And | | 2 Newsworthy „ Brutarian art director and contributing we recognize 


The злите issue із 220. Get it while weve 


that a lot of artists, || + s= Аа А EA йлы those аа маннан | DOth of the 

written word апа)|| еме” р sone ге Пн емесе 1 wee amia anm ламын | drawn line, fit 
“ ; » н ыйынан | i as well as regular columns such as On 24 „Аре Blues comics ~ staring The 

the “struggling” per- | = d Maner’s Mind, Audio Depravation, X Progress Bros! “hock cine ged | SONA — per- 

haps they  dont||. ^ s irmte raki aee ea ыша have the finan- 


cial means or tech- ынны nical capability 


to get themselves a presence on the Web. Well, now everyone can do it with us. Contributors: If you're a 
Brutarian contributor, we urge you to visit our Web site and the Contributors list to ensure we didn’t accidentally 
leave you out or include erroneous information. In any event, we want you to let us know what you'd like printed 
there. While we can't build complete sites for every contributor, we're more than happy to include whatever infor- 
mation you can send us! The future of Brutarian.com. We have a lot of exciting plans in the works. Soon, you'll 
be able to subscribe to Brutarian on our site using your Visa or MasterCard, as well as a personal check. Back 
issues will also be available on order. Direct clickable links to music, book, and video sales on powerhouses like 
Amazon.com. Complete archiving of everything that has ever appeared in Brutarian which we are legally allowed 
to reproduce. An on-site message board. Setting up scheduled live chats through eGroups. What do you think? 
We like to hear praises, complaints, constructive criticism, or destructive annoyances. We can take it all. We'd 
also like to hear your suggestions — what would you like to see on the site? We're waiting to hear! If nothing 
else, we certainly want you to visit us online at: 


www.brutarian.com 


wa Site that doesn’t suck! 


Email: editor@brutarian.com 


Subscribe to our mailing list by sending a blank e-mail to: 


brutarian-subscribe@egroups.com 
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Сап | Науе Му 


| have за! brokenhearted in Taco Bells, 
trying to avoid the unavoidably caterwaul- 
ing Whitney Houston. | have had the dis- 
tressing sensation of music trailing me 
from store to store, insisting on being the 
soundtrack to my "shopping experience." 
| have sat in offices where, from a speaker 
in the ceiling -- just above which the 
owner probably spied on employees via 
eighteen video screens -- songs repeated 
themselves in nearly subliminal patterns. 
They gathered squarely hip steam with 
Huey Lewis, rose in baseball crotch grab- 
bing glory with Bruce Springsteen, then 
finally wound down, mysteriously and 
seemingly necessarily, like dusk, into 
Lionel Ritchie love musk, or Kenny 
Rogers salt and pepper knowing-when-to- 
fold beardedness. 

True, the old Muzak is nearly dead, 
maintained primarily on the life support of 
nostalgia CD's (yes, people buy them), yet 
a close relative — call it son of Muzak — 
has risen to take its place. It is still here 
and it is still science. 


ACCUSATIONS AND 


ADMISSIONS 

This is the story of background music in 
general, and Muzak specifically, but it is 
also the story of an obsession. I've long 
been haunted by the music played in pub- 
lic spaces. | sincerely need to understand 
why that music so often is sad, made of 
siren songs, music for ambulances. Does 
some clipboard wielder actually want me 
us revel in the empty donut holes of our 
guts? It seems a musical gangbang, all 
these depressing songs piped into super- 
markets, restaurants, malls. Are the crea- 
tors of Prozac behind this? Now that 
would be a conspiracy, that they have fig- 
ured out how to cash in on the ineptitude 
for silence, the terror of hearing oneself 
breathe: "You аге feeling depressed, 
verrrrrrrrrry depressed. Come... come to 
Prozac." 

Most people, my friends insist, either 


BACK? 
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don't notice or simply ignore the music. It 
seems impossible to me. Whenever | move 
to a new city, | stake out restaurants which 
feel no need to hypnotize or lull their pa- 49 
trons. In one office -- when по опе was 
looking of course — | found my fingers ac- dg 
cidentally yanking the wire from the 9 
speaker: No more Lite Breeze 101.7 be- Jg 
tween these four walls. The line had to be Jg 
drawn, unless the company planned to go 
the whole nine yards, setting out trays of 
cocaine in the morning and heroin at night: ра 
"Lets quit screwing around with coffee. 
Anything goes. If you need a little crack to 
fire yourself up in the morning or some 
smack to calm the nerves, so be it." 

So why is there music everywhere? 
Who wants it? And why is so much of it 
bad? 

| will solve these mysteries. Someone 
will be blamed; an entire generation, in fact 
(here's a hint from The Who's Quadraphe- 
nia: "Quiet stormwater, M-m-my genera- 
tion" — this will make perfect sense later.). 
| too will be indicted. But, as in even the 
darkest of romances, there will be some 49 
hope at the end of the story. That's be- dg 
cause the music — | mean Muzak — is JJ 
changing. The not-quite-but-almost heroes Jg 
are rather unlikely, but | can walk into their JJ 
stores and, while still forced to listen to mu- da 
sic, not feel driven to tears by it. 


42 
4 
42 
42 
49 
49 
49 


WE WILL, WE WILL 
SOOTHE YOU! 


One might guess the phenomena of 
public music began in the 20th Century, JJ 
and, yes, it certainly reached its рго- 
grammed zenith in those noisy years. Yet 
long before flute and violin versions of Let It 
Be made riding elevators safe for the aver- 
age payload, the music of Beethoven and 
Mozart cushioned aristocratic diners. Per- 
haps the earliest known supper music, the 
pieces intentionally remained out of fore- 
ground, serving as backdrop to the affairs, 
like musical wallpaper. Before that, monks 
performed a kind of Gregorian "quiet storm" 
to keep agricultural workers busy. And way 
before that, cavemen may very well have 
whistled through the holes in their Fred 
Flintstone clubs as the artisan class 
scratched stick figures on the walls. Today, J 
all of this music is called BGM -- back- 49 
ground music. It's distinguishing character- dg 
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by Paul А. Toth 


Illustrations by Phil B. Welcome 
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istic: You do not choose background music... it 
chooses you. 

Which brings to mind the important but tricky idea 
dg of taste. The "correct" music, played while drinks are 

served, at a wedding reception, or while teeth are 
49 drilled, сап make а tremendous difference in Ше mood. 
49 Perhaps the most difficult problem of public music is the 
49 huge difference in individual tastes. Some people, 
maybe even most peo- 
2 ре, may actually enjoy 
the very music that 
makes me want to run 
to the nearest stop sign, $ 
J dig it out of the ground B 
gg "ith my fingernails and 
gy "se the pointy end to 
Дъ "pate myself. At the Bi 
same time, if the music | 
4 loved were played eve- 
3 where, well, this arti- 
cle would never have 
been written. So at that 
level, | suppose I'm just 
a selfish bastard. 

Of course, for BGM 
dg to fill every nook and 
49 cranny of the world, the 
dg invention of the phono- 
49 graph was necessary. 

Next, we needed a suc- 
cessor to Thomas Edi- 
son, one Maj. General 
George Squier, Chief 
2 Signal Officer of the US Bl, |1 ЕЕ 
4 ^m. who would 
д emerge іп the 1920's 
д with the discovery of а 
J method to transmit mu- 
sic over electrical lines. 
2 He called it Wired Ка- 
dio. 

This Squier was no 
basement crank devoid of diploma, 
mixing chemicals only to emerge 
upstairs, cartoon- style, with a bar- 
becued head. He actually entered 

49 West Point in the eighth grade. He 
became involved in the Wright 
ү Brother's quest for flight. His very 
first invention, the high speed tele- 
graph, laid the groundwork for the 
idea of the internet (А! Gore, re- 
sume de-robotizing lessons: 
49 George Squier could not be pre- 
2 sent tonight to collect his award for inventor of the Inter- 
net). 
i: Wired Radio, however, would remain Squier's leg- 
е acy. Soon, the first strains of recorded music made 
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“In effect, it was a 
. musical form of | 
capitalism, encouraging 
workers not just to work 


harder on the job, but to 
spend more when the 
whistle blew." 


their sugary way into restaurants, hotels and banks. 
Coinciding with the invention of the elevator, Wired Ra- 42 
dio provided tunes to soothe the nerves of the first pas- 42 
sengers on their way up and down the bellies of sky- 4 
scrapers, earning its nickname "elevator music". It also 4 
became a sort of early cable, allowing homeowners to 49 
access three channels of news and music at $1.50 per dg 
month. 

Not long before his JJ 
death, Squier decided JJ 
his invention needed J 
a new name. Ву м 
combining the word 

И music" with the brand д 
E пате "Кодак", he re- 2 
christened BGM, for 2 
M all time, Muzak. Не г 
died in 1934, long be- 

M fore the Elton Johns 7 
ГІШ and James Taylors of 49 
the world, who would 42 
со clog his arterial 49 
ПИ wires, were born. 


WORK, EAT, 
SHOP, DEATH 


ra Muzak was nearly 
everywhere, but so far 44 
the science resided 
only in the wires, not € 
the music itself. 
Soon, however, the 
new president of dg 
Muzak, one-time in- dg 
vestment banker gg 
Waddill Catchings, 49 
decided to change the JJ 
company's tune. He 
realized songs could 
be classified by tempo 
and other factors to J 
manipulate the pace of a con- 

f sumer's activities. This at- J 
tempt to affect the subcon- 2 
scious by rhythm and tempo г 
was the real beginning of 
Muzak as we know it today. It 49 
was an experiment worthy of 4d 
the CIA (indeed, sound and 
music would be employed to 
trick the enemy in World War 11 
and have since been used in e 
Panama, Waco and other dg 


gui 


situations). 

Joseph Lanza, author of Elevator Music, probably dg 
the source text on the subject of BGM, explains the Jg 
early uses of musical phases in public space (in this 42 
case, a restaurant): 


4 
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"The breakfast hours (7:00-9:00 A.M.) offered and Muzak were as natural a combination as the use of 

cheery sunrise melodies and caffeinated rhythms. music to regulate the workforce. For one thing, studies 

43 From 9:00 AM. to noon, background filler whetted ap- show music affects one's perception of time while shop- 
4 petites until the official lunch diet of classical and spicier ping. Shoppers buy more when they lose track of time, 49 
strains was served. After more filler beginning at 2:00 purchasing items they never intended to buy. One J 

JJ p.m., cocktail tunes came on at 5:00 study comparing the difference in 
JJ РМ to mix with piano and such ex- *On the other hand. sales after a store added BGM 49 
JJ otic condiments as vibraphone. Тһе ' | T found a nearly 40 percent in- J 

McDonald's might 
choose upbeat tunes, 


49 discreet and quietly classical dinner crease in profits. It's unlikely Jg 

42 hours from 6:00 P.M. to 9:00 P.M. you'll hear an upbeat tune in a 
since their purpose is 

to get you to eat your 


provided sustenance in anticipation grocery store for instance, where 

of the evening dance protocol, which up to 70 percent of purchases are 
damn food and get the 

hell out." 


permitted increased volume and made on the spur of the moment. 

д tempo Ше closer midnight en- Delaying the customer is central 
croached." to the store's success. Оп the 

г: In nostalgia for times nonexis- other hand, McDonald's might 9 

Jg tent, many of us believe ram- choose upbeat tunes, since д 
pant commercialization, with their purpose is to get you 

7 all its vaudeville tricks апа to eat your damn food and 7 

42 illusions meant to make us get the hell out. 

2 buy something, anything, Muzak underwent more 44 
date (maybe) as far back as changes through the years: 42 
the 1950's. It's sobering as Moving from wire to satel- 
an AA meeting to realize that lite transmission (although 

dd by 1939 some 300 restau- Из first bird burst into 

Ф) гапіѕ меге employing flames while streaking 49 

49 Muzak's new feature: Pro- Across the Universe); utiliz- dg 

7 gramming to... program. ing multidirectional speak- J 

From there it was a short ers not only to add music фу 

49 and prosperous leap to the but to eliminate distracting 
workplace, where Muzak sounds from environments; 
seemed to reduce absentee- and modifying its instru- 
ism and other management mentals to more closely 

43 woes. Not only that, but the reflect the original songs. J 

gg Workers — much like There were controversies m 
Mikey — liked it! Further re- (A Muzak version of Amaz- 

search culminated in the ad- ing Grace? The South was 2 

vent of "Stimulus Progres- not amused) and шша 

sion", which attempted to (Eisenhower introduced 

program music according to Muzak to the White House. 4 

4 the rate of a worker's fatigue. Some years later Bill Clin- 2 
If you work іп an environment ton's campaign theme 

49 featuring "Adult Contempo- would feature the Fleet- 
rary" music, you probably wood Mac boomer picker- 
hear the aforementioned upper Don't Stop Thinking JJ 

JJ Glory Days or a tune akin to About Tomorrow... a tune 

JJ it at about the same time straight off Lite FM's happy dg 

dg every day. That's the time hour). Yet something 49 

dg programmers thought you much bigger was in the gj 

42 might need a little jolt. And works, something almost 

7 its pretty much the entire unthinkable іп  Muzaks J 
idea behind Stimulus Progression, which featured younger days: Lyrics. 
blocks of music and silence in alternating segments of 
fifteen minutes each, all timed to relieve stress and, or THE FINGER IS POINTED: TALKING 

4 course, zoink up worker output. 'BOUT YOUR G-G-GENERATION 

da In effect, it was a musical form of capitalism, enr In the 1960's a new format arose. It was called 

44 couraging workers not just to work harder on the job, Beautiful Music. It became a kind of satellite-free 
but to spend more when the whistle blew. Shopping Muzak, taking advantage of FM and featuring instru- 
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mentals combined with songs by the likes of Bing 
Crosby and Andy Williams. Homogeny was a must. 
This was the musical equivalent of a glass of warm 
milk, and you do not add vodka or amphetamines to 
J warm milk. 
3 Radio stations with monikers like Тһе Quiet Island 
took hold of commuters. It was a blessing to those who 
49 were, shall we say, less than exhilarated by either the 
49 live ог studio versions of Smoke on Ше Water. Yes, | 
remember listening to Raindrops Keep Falling on My 
Head while running errands with my mother. Of course 
she voted for Nixon. Beautiful Music became the most 
2 popular radio format. 
However, by the late 70's, mom wasn't such a hot 
Я demographic ticket and Beautiful Music was about to 
2 make its Ше transition and become Dust in Ше Wind. 
г It's new name would be Adult Contemporary. Its entry 
J point was the aging boomers, those a bit deafened from 
stadium concerts, frazzled after too much too much- 
42 ness, ready to be programmed into relaxation. After all, 
42 these were the ones who did МОТ die before they got 
old. They were ready for their very own "Quiet storm- 
water" and they turned Adult Contemporary into the 
most popular radio format. By the end of the decade, 
they would have their very own television station: VH1. 
Now there was a place for aging rockers to go when 
49 they could no longer hear themselves play. A place to 
sing of passages and grandchildren. A place to bald. 
З So now we know: It's the boomers who like Ша! 
music. The upbeat Elton John of Crocodile Rock hurt 
their perforated eardrums. They prefer the misery 
songs. They liked their Candles in the Wind, their Baby 
James sweet. They loved the format, but more impor- 
J tantly, they bought to it. 
2. Suddenly, Muzak knew it had to move with the 
times. It conceded lyrics no longer distracted the 
2 masses. Thus its shift from producer of background to 
N foreground music began. The beats, the кз 
see, could still be controlled. Methods diversified. 
7 Soon dozens of channels were available, from classical 
to rock. Oh, you no longer knew Muzak when you 
heard it, but they hardly cared. After all, they were pull- 
ing in some 90 million a year in revenue. 
And now, having pinpointed that exact moment 
43 when a booming generation of shoppers foisted their 
49 shopworn tastes upon а nation, | must make my own 
49 confession. | must spill my guts and admit it: | kind of 
49 like Steely Dan. No, | really like them. | don't mind at 
49 all if | hear a Steely Dan song in a mall. But perhaps 
dq that guy over there simply can't stand the sarcastic lyr- 
ics, much preferring to remember again that Sorry is 
indeed the Hardest Word. Maybe he finds some kind of 
2 solace there. Who Ше hell am I to say? 
Which makes me think: Wouldn't it be better if 
43 Теге were по music at all in public places? Why 
2 should the majority determine what we all hear? Isn't 
2 controlling what's on network television enough? 


2 
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CASE CLOSED 
The Supreme Court already decided that one. Way 4 
back in 1951. The District of Columbia had begun piping 4 
in music and news originating from Muzak, sent via a 4 
local radio station, into public trains and buses. Some 92 
percent of the public liked the service. It's always that 8 49 
percent — 8 PERCENT, damn it! — who spoil the party. 
Soon busloads of complaints rolled into the D.C. dg 
Public Utilities Commission. Privacy and free speech 4 
rights were being trampled, it was claimed. The case „Ду 
went through all the usual legal motions, from the Com- 
mission — which decided privacy rights did not extend to 
the public domain the way they would a person's own д 
home — to Ше U.S. District Court, to the Court of Ap- } 
peals (which reversed the earlier decision). Finally, it 2 
was up to Ше Supreme Court to hear the final appeal. 
Justice Burton summed up the court's decision by stat- 42 
ing, "However complete his rights тау be at home, it is 4 
substantially limited by the rights of others when its pos- € 
sessor travels on a public thoroughfare or rides in a pub- 42 
lic conveyance." 49 
In other words, shut up if you don't like it, because 4 
everybody else does. 49 
49 
44 


THE POWER AND THE GLORY 
...belongs to the shopping generation, and the next 42 
Pepsi Generation does not like Quiet Storms. That's 4 
why if you attend Gap-tivities, you'll notice the music is 
danceable, sometimes even edgy. It is even available 
for purchase at the register (talk about foreground) — 
apparently one might practice shopping at home. And if 2 
you want to hear electronica, listen to car ads. The mak- J 
ers of Yahoo are jacked on caffeine. Music, having p 
moved into the foreground, now can possess not only 
lyrics but energy. 4 
Meanwhile, Muzak itself has moved its headquarters 42 
from Seattle (where not so long ago ex-Sub Pop employ- 42 
ees helped them categorize songs for their new musical 
formats) to now trendier Charlotte. Oh, the old Muzak is 
still available, but comprises only about 10 percent of the 4 
company's business. | 
To understand where all of this will lead can only end J* 
in temporary answers: Who knows if rock will be dead in J 
20 years, or still technicolor in transfusion, like Keith 
Richards? The only thing we can predict is that if the | 
vast majority — some 92 percent — of the next genera- 
tion works harder and buys more while listening to 
soundtracks of cows being slaughtered, then, my friend, | 
sincerely hope you are not a member of PETA. By 


Want to know more about Раш A. Toth? Check out - 
his bio page on Brutarian’s Web site at: 
www.brutarian.com/aboutbq/others/tothpaula.htm 


By by by by Oy by by by Dy Dy Dy Ls [| 


Interested in learning more about Muzak? Visit the 
official Web site for Muzak at: 
2-22 мммм.тигакК.соп 
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lovely in places. Amusingly Jocular i in aihere. We wondered how on earth this was possible. Cer- 
tainly, the guitar and violin figures anchoring the compositions had a lot to do with it but that didn’t 
explain the four theremins not mucking it all up. We pondered this for several minutes and then de- 
cided to ask The Lothars to explain this and other weighty matters. There are five Lothars but we're 
pretending they all spoke to us as one. Don't ask, it's a Klaatu thing. You wouldn't understand. 


BRUTARIAN: So how do you make it work with four [Herboldsheimer's] guitar and/or violin acting or creat- 
theremins? Опе doesn't usually approach it as the ing the basic riffs and we move on top of that. On 
centerpiece of anything. theremins one of us plays steady riffs, one [Kris 

Thompson] employs flourishes and Dean [Stiglitz] and 

LOTHARS: #5 improvisational. We keep working until Jon [Hindmarsh] play melodies. 

we get something down we like. Ramona 
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BRUTARIAN: Most people are familiar with the sound of 
the theremin, at least after you say, “Horror movie. 
WHEEEEE EEEEE WHEEEE OOOOO.” Very few 
know what the hell the damn thing is. 


LOTHARS: One of the first, if not the first, electronic in- 
strument. Invented by a Russian scientist in 1924. 
His name was Leon Theremin. So there’s where you 
get the name. It's essentially а box with two antennas 
coming out of it. One antennae controls the pitch, the 
other the volume. The pitch and volume are both con- 
trolled by how close your body is to the two antennas. 
So you play the instrument without touching it. 


BRUTARIAN: You use your hands then and try not to use 
the rest of your body. Movement of any kind could 
affect the pitch and volume then. 


LOTHARS: Yes, any movement will affect the sound. 
You could use your hips if you wanted to. 


BRUTARIAN: But if you want to really control the 
theremin you have to keep still and just wave the 
hands. 


LOTHARS: You're catching on. 


BRUTARIAN: Not exactly the kind of instrument which 
allows for the kind of Dionysian stage movement one 
associates with rock and roll. And since the damned 
thing is so sensitive it must be incredibly difficult repli- 
cating the sound in concert. 


LOTHARS: Yes, exactly. 


BRUTARIAN: So this is the reason you call your compo- 
sitions “improvisations.” Because, in a very real 
sense, every performance is improvised. 


LOTHARS: We never play the same thing twice. 


BRUTARIAN: So twenty years from now we'll be swap- 
ping tapes like Grateful Dead fans. 


LOTHARS: Lothars performance tapes. "It's always dif- 
ferent. Always new." 


BRUTARIAN: So in live shows things must either go 
swimmingly or disastrously since so much is a matter 
of chance. You're just shooting from the hip. 


LOTHARS: Well, youve seen the documentary, 
Theremin, yes? Remember the one musician talking 
about the theremin concert at Carnegie Hall? The 
concert saw twenty theremins lined up in a row and in 
recalling practicing for the show, one theremin player 
said that when rehearsing, nine times out of ten, 
things would fall down like a house of cards. But that 
one time, that one time out of ten, it would all come 
together. Now we don't want to say that we fail nine 


ж-ға), 


" а Жы. 
иа wes 


The Lothars’ latest theremin-injected effort, 
Oscillate My Metallic Sonatas 


times out of ten when we play; меге not that self- 
effacing. Still, every performance is something of a 
crap shoot. , 


BRUTARIAN: Yet perhaps in saying this you're doing 
yourself a disservice. In looking over the notes to all 
your performances, | find that most of the time The 
Lothars have come away feeling pretty good about 
things. 


LOTHARS: Well, in every performance there are things 
that work and things that don't. We tend to focus on 
that which works and blow over the things that don't. 


BRUTARIAN: That means too that practices as well as 
recording sessions can be just as interesting as any 
performance. 


LOTHARS: There isn't as much tension because we're 
not playing before an audience but in a very real 
sense every time we get together it's a performance. 


BRUTARIAN: Speaking of performances, we see you 
have nothing, absolutely nothing, lined up for the rest 
of the year. 


LOTHARS: Actually, we're playing at the next Terrastock 
Festival in Seattle and with the release of the disc we 
will be attempting to get some gigs outside of Boston 
to promote it. We'll try to do the circuit, New York one 
night, Philadelphia the next. Can you hear us shaking 
our heads in befuddlement? 
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BRUTARIAN: So what's with the name? Мо- 
body remembers Lothar and the Hand Peo- 
ple, a very, very obscure psych pop band. 
Not a very good one, either, if memory 
serves. Although it probably doesn't. 


LOTHARS: Well, actually they weren't that ү, 
bad. We were just struck by the fact that -` 
they were the only band we knew of that 
utilized the theremin. However, what was , 
curious was that they didn't use the instru- А 
ment in their songs but only as filler be- х 
tween songs. They didn't design composi- ` 
tions around the theremin. ; 


BRUTARIAN: Now the way The Lothars finally 
became as one, finally came together, well, 
to be honest, it sounds like something out + 
of Dada. One guy you met through a 
theremin web site, the other through a 
theremin music camp. C’mon, уошге mak- 
ing this all up as a joke, aren't you? 


LOTHARS: No, no, not at all. There's quite a 
little theremin community out there. The 
camp was a co-production between Robert 
Moog and a professor at the University of 
North Carolina-Ashville. 


BRUTARIAN: Unbelievable. We're going to have our fact ing and almost always had something interesting to 
checkers get right on this. Tell us about Dr. Moog. say. Wonderful man, invited us all to his house for 
Sabbath dinner. 
LOTHARS: Wonderful guy. A little nervous but unlike 
most nervous people he has no problem communicat- BRUTARIAN: So let's leave you with a really silly question 
| but here ‘tis and let me affect a really рот- 
| pous voice: Why theremins? 


i 
i 


LOTHARS: Why not? Nobody else was do- 
ing it. We just thought it would be wonderful 
to form a theremin orchestra. Those that 
were using it were using it for cheap sound 
effects. We wanted to explore and employ 
the full sonic spectrum of the instrument. 
How's that for a pompous response? B 


Q 


Check out the Lothars online at their Web 
site, where you can learn all about this inno- 
vative group of musicians or order any of 
their fine CDs such as Meet the Lothars and 
Oscillate My Metallic Sonatas: 

: www.wobblymusic.com/lothars/ 


Interested in learning more about the 
theremin? Want to learn how to build one? 
Like to hear some theremin samples? All 
this and much more is available by visiting 
the home of the Theremin Web Ring, with 
links to loads of theremin-related sites: 
www.thereminworld.com 
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CRUEL EVOLUTONSTFUNNES by J Osterhout 


Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 11 


In a funky, cluttered townhouse-studio, appropriately located 
in a decaying Baltimore neighborhood, lies a host of curious, 
strange artwork and artifacts that throwing back to 19th Cen- 


tury sideshows. It is aptly named "American Dime Mu- 
зешт," another time trip since horror-thrill museums were а 
dime-a-dozen in that period — and charged only a dime ad- 
mittance. Today, it is the only one in North America, and 
charges 30 dimes. 

Recently opened, the American Dime Museum is not 
about what you see but more what you think you see: it’s 
hornswoggling — and patrons love it. "People want to be- 
lieve things (unreal)," says co-curator James Taylor, a tall, 
mutton-chopped man of mock serious mien, dressed in a 
long waist coat and top hat, giving the appearance of a mid- 
way barker or carnival impresario. "The ghostlier and 
spookier something appears to be, the more people want to 
believe it. That was the lure of the dime museums." 

The museum's motto is: "Don't believe everything you 
see." The exhibits are deceptively spurious, but admittedly 
so. For instance, there's the "Okee-fen-okee 2-Headed Tur- 
tlegator." The text reads: 

"As an upstanding institution we are obliged to 
inform the public of a common type of fraud. This 
(work) at first glance appears to be a most unusual 
animal, but expert examination reveals not a 2- 
headed turtlegator, but a common sideshow crea- 
ture they call a дай." It does not have two heads at 
all! Some unscrupulous sideshow man had a sec- 
ond head sewn on by an artistic faker and рге- 
sented it to an unsophisticated public at high cost to 
view. It is advisable to put little faith in these road 
shows, and when attending them, watch your 
purse." 

Is it real, or artwork parody? Tomfoolery? Whatever. It is 
the laborious handiwork of Richard Horne, 56, a.k.a. "The 
Horneswoggler," the museum's co-curator and a Baltimore 
artist and antique dealer, whose devoted fanatics grab up 
the stuff as fast as he produces it (which isn't swift). Its 
quality is also recognized by the Barnum Museum in Bridge- 
port, Connecticut, which has several Horne pieces on dis- 
play. 

Horne is the American Dime Museum's major artist. He 
produced the work for years under the store name of "Time 
Bandit," which in a way was more suggestive of his artistic 
approach. The recent opening of the Dime Museum, partly 
the idea of his partner, Taylor, publisher of "Shocked and 
Amazed, On and Off the Midway," a journal of 19th Century 
sideshows and a long-time collector of Ногпе 5 work, doesn't 
alter his work or the way he works but the way it's displayed. 

Attired in jeans and blue work shirt, the bearded, pony- 
tailed artist sits quietly amidst the museum's exhibits, strok- 
ing his pet cats, Tootsie and Booger, and slyly commenting 


on various displays. 

He has painstakingly created over 60 of the museum's 
curiosities over the past eight years. Some, like the above, 
are sideshow-style fakery; others are horrors that verge on 
the macabre. Horne rejects "macabre," proudly noting they 
are contemporary art. 

Though a smile on his lips and twinkle in his eye indi- 
cate otherwise, he also disclaims deception. "I don't deliber- 
ately try to fool people...though sometimes people fool them- 
selves." 

Early on, he moved his work through auctioneers. One 
case is a piece called "Spider Lilly," the supposedly 180- 
year-old hand of an imprisoned Australian prostitute who 
used a secret compartment ring to release poison spiders in 
her captors’ hair. Horne says it was later authenticated by 
an accompanying pathologist's report as an ancient hand 
and, after passing through several dealers, eventually sold 
for $5,500. Horne charges $100 to $2,000 for his work, de- 
pending on time and materials. 

"| don't know who did all that hooey," he says, shaking 
his head in dismay, "it's better than my hooey." 

He no longer uses auctioneers. He now displays in the 
Dime Museum. "But | make people aware it's my work," he 
says. "| don't want to capitalize on others' additions. | do it 
because | enjoy it. S B 
There's a growing | 
community of clients 
who enjoy it, also, 
who have fun with it. 
| like that. They're 
largely people who, 
in a good sense, 
never completely 
grew up." 

Horne says that 
in addition to his an- 
tique work (һе 
worked his way 
through the Maryland 
Art Institute with an- 
tiques) he's always 
collected odd objects 
and made things 
from them. Eight 
years ago, he made 
a small mermaid that 
he sold to a mermaid 
collector, who com- 
plimented his creativ- 


The infamous Okee Fen-Okee 2-Headed 


ity. я Turtlegator. The inset shows a close-up 
It made те picture of this gator-headed, turtle- 
think there was a shelled critter. 
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SPURIOUS 


2. 


niche for this stuff," һе says. 


"It might be a good 
thing to make more of it — and | enjoy doing it." 
Horne says there's a small fear in this type of 
art that people will think he's some kind of lunatic. 
"| wonder if people will ask my wife: 'Are you mar- 


ried to this fool?" Ногпев wife, Dynna Neal, sings in the 
chorus of the Baltimore Symphony. 

"Horne's a funny guy — in both senses of the word," 
says Taylor, his partner, who recommended him to the Bar- 
num Museum. "It took a long time to bring him out. At first, 
he wouldn't admit to having created the art as he was afraid 
people would think him weird. | thought he got it from old 
sideshows. Finally, he said to me: '| have to tell you some- 
thing because it's been keeping me up nights and we've be- 
come friends. All this stuff in the studio, the pieces you col- 
lect...well, it's not real. | make it up." A Carnie at heart him- 
self, Taylor chuckles. "| encouraged him to continue doing 
so — but to admit it." 

As Taylor suggests, it's difficult to pin Horne down on 
his approach or a description of his work. He won't accept 
commissions. "I don't want the pressure," he says, "or con- 
trol of my work. It's sort of hard to explain what | do... 
sometimes you have 
to look at my work 
awhile...study it (read 
the story), to figure it 
out. I'm not sure 
where the ideas come 
from myself..." 

4 Peter Smith, a Balti- 
1 more insurance execu- 
M tive, collector апа 
long-time friend, says 
it depends on inspira- 
tion. "Sometimes he 
creates them in a few 
weeks, he said. 
"Other times, it takes 
much longer." 
о The stories accompa- 
nying his work are 
Se mee Ыйе Опе.” most often its inspira- 
tion, altering it from 
curious items to art. They are as creative and intriguing as 
the art itself. He comes up with the stories first, combining 
fact and fiction with humor. "Then the art sort of illustrates 
the story," he says. 

His ideas aren't copies of the old sideshows. "His work 
isn't sideshow stuff," says Smith. "It's much better than that, 
quite unique ап." Horne strives to create things that have 
their nostalgic spirit but provide room for his imagination. 
The end result sometimes borders on the ridiculous, but is 


by Patrick McCaffrey 


believable enough 
to be convincing. 

An example is 
a quite simple 
one, ridiculously 
simple: а large 
ball of chewing 
gum contained in 
a glass jar that 
has the dirty color 
and texture of a 
tumor. The ас- 
companying story 
Says: 


Horne with Tootsie. 


"This grotesque object is a solid mass of 
chewed gum removed from James Powell, a Balti- 
more artist. Ingested over a long period of time, it is 
easy to understand it being mistaken for a large tu- 
mor, and must have caused great discomfort, if not 
his demise." 

It is actually chewed gum, coming from a deceased Balti- 
more artist — but not removed from his body or the cause of 
his death as the story implies. The artist in question had 
chewed the gum in his last year and accumulated it in a 
large wad. After his death, it somehow ended up in Horne's 
studio. His inventive mind later turned it into this question- 
able medical object, or art. 

Smith picks up a piece from his collection to demon- 
strate its meticulous construction. "It's quite well made," he 
says, pointing out various materials that went into a Horne 
creation, called "A Peculiar Prosthesis," or "Ostrich's Foot." 
It's an ostrich's foot, all right, from knee down fitted with 
prosthesis straps. The story tells of a mercenary and his pet 
ostrich, Emily, who returned from 17th century battles in Ali 
Khat, Ethiopia, where the ostrich's leg was wounded. It was 
necessary to remove the leg and replace it, enabling Emily 
"to frolic with her master once again." 

The straps, notes Smith, were his from an old leather 
bag he had for many years. He gave them to Horne a long 
time ago and forgot about them. "But they had been aged 
even more and attached as they would be in a prosthesis," 
he says. "It looks as though it would be an ostrich's prosthe- 
sis. The leg is quite real, probably from an old Victorian 
piece of furniture." 

This suggests the simple materials he uses, anything 
from chewing gum to old leather straps. He disdains artifi- 
cial art materials for natural ones closer to those used in 
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19th Century sideshows. One, entitled "A Wintry Warning," Е 


is a play on Ше old idea по to place your tongue оп а frozen 
object out-of-doors. The tongue in the exhibit is made from 
a bagel, aged and shaped like an old tongue. Enclosed ina 
small case, the tongue's story tells of a man on the Michigan 
peninsula who accidentally placed his tongue on a fire plug 
one cold night at the turn-of-the-century. The man expired 
from exposure and was found by the fire department, whose 
staff preserved the tongue in its firehall. Horne allows that 
he was eating some bagels one morning and kept one for 
the tongue, shaping it accordingly. "И turned out rather 
well," he says, "with the right wrinkles and all." 

The stories like the one above often illustrate old say- 
ings like: "Don't swallow your chewing gum; it'll end up in 
your stomach," or "Always wear clean underwear... you 
don't know what may happen to you." 

The bagel-tongue inspired another work, "A Pathetic 
Flag of Rescue." It tells of a sea tragedy from 1902: 

"When the bark Diana was downed and sunk 

off the coast of Brazil, cabin boy J. Waters, the sole 

Survivor wearing only his underwear, made it to a 

desolate shore. In a desperate attempt at rescue 

he fashioned a flag from his drawers and attached 

them high on a pole. Alas, he was carried off and 

eaten by a savage tribe camped nearby. Only a 

few human remains were found there. Waters' poor 

mother later identified the sorry banner аз her 
son's, as she had often mended the tattered holes 

in his undergarments. Thus they, and a few bits of 

bone, became the only legacy of a brave cabin 

boy." 

This piece is also in the collection of Smith whose office 
is a virtual Horne museum. The display appears authentic, 
Smith says, but he recalls having seen the shorts in Horne's 
studio a little before the art work appeared. “They were 
whole and clean then, not the dirty, tattered 'undergarment.' 
| find such conversions fantastic art." 

They can also be fortuitous. In Smith's collection is опе 
he calls "the box." Once the lid of the box is opened, you 
see "Night's Little One," the decayed body of a "small, an- 
cient demon-like animal." The story (documented in French) 
says the creature was found in the catacombs and, as a de- 
mon, bears a curse to those who view it. Following a recent 
burglary of the office, all office workers but Smith reported 
items stolen. In his office, "the box" was left opened — but 
nothing taken! 

Story details from places to 
names are usually real (dates 
are usually April 1, April Fool's 
Day, or October 31, Hallow- 
| een), often playing satirically 
| on words (J. Waters, the cabin 
|boy in pathetic drawers, Ali 
Khat, the battle where Emily 
was wounded) or real names 
of friends. 

When the director of his wife's 


"The Pathetic Flag of Rescue," 
for all the good it did the young 
man whose drawers they once 

purportedly were. 


; jM. 
like those used 
{ in 19th-century 
* j à sideshows. 
choral group with the Baltimore Symphony moved away, 
Horne gave him a going-away present to commemorate a 
particularly bad choral performance. Entitled 
"Consequences of a Bad Performance," it's simply an arrow- 
head and its story in a small case. The story describes the 
1644 wedding feast of a young Indian brave, Hiawatha, 
where, after considerable celebration, another brave, Pau- 
preheuis (poorhooey), did a suggestive but boring dance. 
Impatiently, one of the guests fired an arrow into Paupre- 
heuis' buttocks. He was taken to missionary Father 
Polochick who removed the arrow and preserved the point 
to use in his lectures on "proper public offerings." The direc- 
tor, whose name is Polochick, of course, made a public of- 
fering of the choral work with the symphony. 

Similarly, his cases and frames are from antique or odd- 
ball materials that come into the shop, and the type-written 
notes, of course, are done on an antique typewriter with 
aged paper. 

His materials, like his work ethic, are deep dark secrets. 
He only smiles at questions and conjectures about them (if 
you want to fool уопгве!...). But his clients say the artwork 
is anything but makeshift. It is well constructed, displaying a 
sound knowledge of materials and form. 

Mark Frierson, who specializes in sideshow art in Dal- 
las, Texas, says Horne "goes to great pains to make his 
work realistic. His work is nothing short of genius." Frierson 
and Horne exchange work. 

"Horne's stuff may be fake, but it's well done and inter- 
esting," says Joe Coleman, a New York artist whose ab- 
stract art has been in the American Visionary Museum, 
owns several Horne pieces. "They're done well enough to 
fool people." 

"Frankly, | value the stuff more knowing Horne made it," 
says partner Taylor. "I'm glad to say | know the guy who 
invented the weird stories that can turn the most innocent 
items into wacky stuff. And it's the story that puts it over the 
top. Without the story, you just have a goofy thing — no 
matter how well made." 

Taylor knows where from he speaks. His publication, 
Shocked and Amazed, and shops, Dime Museum and 
Atomic Books, display real sideshow material in addition to 
Horne's work. Though intriguing in its own way, there's no 
confusing the two. Taylor's journal and displays are forth- 
rightly "carnie." 

Named for showman P.T. Barnum, the Connecticut mu- 
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seum has a section called "You Won't Believe Your Eyes," upon its return to Baltimore had the worm cured in 


which hangs gaffs and fakery sideshow-like pieces. "His MacNeal's (his wife) smokehouse and donated it to 
pieces fit in perfectly," says Cathy Maher, curator. Peal's (Museum in Baltimore, which Horne dispar- 

Some of Horne's work borders on the scatological, pok- ages). Another specimen has never been found. 
ing fun at hallowed icons. For instance, there's the "Human So this is the only one you'll ever see." 


Coprolite," what appears to Бе a moldy wiener mounted ina Ап addendum to the story says: "An attempt was made to 
aged, small frame. What it is — or was — is said to have preserve 'Mittens,' the ship's cat. However, the potent poi- 
been presented to the Mythical Institute (artist's invention). son of the worm's bite completely dissolved bone and tis- 
Beside it is a yellowed tag, stating clearly: "Fraud. Мо ог sue, leaving only the small piece of tail intact." (A small 
Display." The equally yellowed text says the Human Cop- piece of fur, maybe that of a cat, appears at the bottom of 
rolite "was presented to us in 1906 as having been passed the framed text.) 
by President 
Abraham Lincoln 
in a private lava- 
tory at Ford's 
Theater on the 
eve of his assas- 
sination and 
saved by an alert 
attendant" The 
clever con man 
had consumed a 
meal of terrapin 
soup, veal and 
Oxford Pudding, 
duplicating Lin- 
coln's dinner оп 
the day before 
his fateful visit to 
Ford s Theater, 
as recorded on 
the White House 
menu. The 
scoundrel then passed this turd 
and claimed it to be the product 
of the Great Emancipator. Mi- 
croscopic examination by a 
skeptical Dr. Poe revealed... 
this stool a more recent deliver- 
ance. When confronted with the 
clever Dr. Poe's evidence, the 
fecal forger fled, leaving his 
prize behind, and has not been 
heard from since." The culprit is 
identified as Samuel La Fraud. 
A recent, more traditional work is "A Samoan 
Sea Worm." It's an ancient sea serpent in form and 
properly aged appearance. The story: 

"The shrieking of the ship's cat in terrible ag- 
ony awakened the crew of the schooner, 
‘Elizabeth,’ in the dark of a summer night off the 
coast of Samoa in 1856. The light of a lantern re- 
vealed this horrible beast making off with the now 
dead animal. First mate Gerald White fired a pistol 
into the spine of the creature which made an awful 
sound as though a woman screaming in a fear- 
some fury and, its jaws snapping, died. Frightened 
native crewmen called this thing a ‘Sea Worm' and 
told stories of the strange sound it made luring геш. check out their Web site at; 
ships to their ruin on the rocky shores. ш: Ммм. geocities.com/atomictelevision/ 


"Captain Thomas placed the body in rum and _ шшш еч start.html 


These are just some of 
the exhibits on display 
at the American Dime 
Museum, a bit of the 
grotesque, humorous — 
certainly unbelievable. 
"Be skeptical," warn 
Horne and Taylor. 

A piece that probably 
sums up the museum 
and Horne's work best, 
says the artist, is "Cave 
at Emptor," supposedly 
Ші the foot of a devil child 
found at the 
Cave at Emptor. 
It's really a pig's 
foot Horne got 
at a butcher 
shop and placed 
in desiccating 
powder for dry- 
Bing flowers. "It 
mummified the 
foot very well," 
says Horne. "I 
put it in a box 
and said it was 
the foot of a 
devil child. 
Well, if you put 
'Cave at Emptor' 
together, you 
get 'caveat emp- 
tor, which kind 
of sums up eve- 


rything." B 
Q 


Top: the mythical Бы 
Samoan Sea Worm, 
which was said to 
have boarded the 
schooner Elizabeth 
and attacked the 
ship's cat, Mittens. 
Right: the only thing 
that was left of poor 
Mittens, the stubby $ 
tip of his tail. 


If сж. to learn more about Pat t MeCaffrey, check out 
his bio page on the Brutarian Web site: : 
— WWW. brutarian.com/aboutbq/others/ 
= тссаНгеура!гіск. htm 


i you'd ike. to learn more about the American Dime Mu- 
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THE ELECTRE SELLE IRE CLUB 
Py HY POR TEE ji Vil 


THE ELEC TR CLUB. 
$; ІШ ү / y 
Rarities collection brag! y together ТИШЕ sotanically wicked sense af bua 
Features demonio covers of Highway te Hel,” "Shout t the Der and e coveted “Hallowee Medley" 
од CD for the first ie ever. Во tau ths o 


АЛЛЕН 
puphany 
the Bans Cako & 


ШЕШ : n 
from one and all Covering the T ny iat 


am un wir Зуев le bu ҖЕ» 


GENITORTURERS 
ШИШЕДЕ» 
Dn the bees ofthe mei: EN Шш ИШ comes a hat we reir release, 
The ba spear the beter part ef sta pao shows. Sure te Sais 
(нейн os of The Returns, is Bootes remixes hy Don uie aed MFB 


THE UNDUIET CRAVE VOLUME 1 


Пі n шщ targa js thule OD sa, Ка great introduction to the 
Meals « идеи Gath, Cere and Bark senes ве world 


ї 
lesson, aches BAUHAUS, TONES OX TAIL, F ШИ ҮҮ ИШҮ p Miei КІП ТІЛУ ef wader 13 Guitars! Leek far ИШЕ Ulin 2000 
MASSUS and THE SISTERS GF MERCE, 


SPAHN RANCH 


BEAT NOIR 


ұз 
къ? 


5РАНМ КАМСН 


-EERIE VON 


NA DEL REY, Cà $0292 U.S. 


ИШ clearecs.con e мн, Чегвсв.сиш « CARD 


sacrificed 


CONTROL р ВІ Е EDING 


Te diet Lh release Ву Hawail’s око RAZED IN BLACK, 
Combining a bart ШШШ sm НОЙ melodi Бок, this alum 
wil he spinning а clubs around е iate? 

dust completed а ЇЙ North American Tour with 
ИШНИ. 


ШЇ Т aisle to аву record Har 


ИИҮҮ « 4.000.275.2500 2 
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THE THIDKIULGD AFE BLUES ьу Mark Poutenis 


STARRING THE 
PROGRE 


".. such a fine girl..." 


Good thing you Hey Carl, I got my 
...And the sailors ain't driving. bookie on th' phone. 
say "Brandy, yer ime Who should I take 
a fine girl... what | tonight, Dodgers or 
a good wife you 
would be..." 


“Well, Базей оп several factors, [LATER.. The дате started 45 


itching staff, ...add to that th’ atomic е та те ыр 
weight of Showalter's brain, take Антова зна Жем 
but Arizona has questions J ` 


ith th dds. 
at shortstop, and LA's wi ose odds 


Green hit .309 ina 
hemisphere with a 
plus 2 magnetic 
y Ы 
D “е 
ЮУ 
А 


Some freakin' Rain Мап you are. You don't °.: 
So, will the Red Sox win it all even wanna 0 
this year? Я get те started. 


Mpoutenis@aol.com 


Panties, PANACHE, ana PULCHRITUDE: 
A TALK WITH SO/ DISANT SUPERSTARS 


wW sure about 

e’ re not 50. "superstar" us as 
the band has only released one disc and that, containing 
only six short songs. Nor are we certain that their sound 
can best be described as "a harder, meaner version of 
the Go-Go's." What we are sure of is that we can really 
get behind a lesbian band dressing like glam rock sluts 
and singing bratty songs about beating up girls and muff 
diving. Throw in a penchant for tossing soiled under- 
wear from the stage and you get your name on the cover 
of Brutarian. Yes, girls, it's that easy. Even if you're not 
interested in fucking us. All kidding aside, lead singer 
Galadriel and lead guitarist Hopey Rock were nice 
enough to take a break from their very busy schedule to 
sit down and chat with us for almost an hour. Much was 
discussed. Much was learned. Neither underwear nor 
phone numbers were exchanged. Being manly men 
sometimes has is disadvantages... 


Brutarian: Your sound reminded me a bit of The 
Kowalskis (a fine New York pop punk band led by a 
beautiful blonde named Kitty). 


Candy Ass: She's a wonderful gal and we really like her 
band. As you know, she was co- owner of Coney Is- 
land High and mention of that club reminds us of the 
hole in our hearts. 


CANDY 


Brutarian: That’s one of the reasons you and the band 


iani P p. Galadriel and Hopey Rock | line 
ж * 


moved out to LA, wasn't И? The closing of Coney | s- 
land High? 


Candy Ass: Well with Giuliani enforcing the cabaret 
laws it resulted in a closing of a lot of clubs. So our 
intention in moving to Los Angeles was to have more 
places to play. Get more exposure. Plus with a lot of 
the record industry closing down in New York and all 
of the mergers you have or had the field moving to La 
La Land. We've been back to New York since. 


Candy Ass: Yeah, we've been back since we hate L - 
fucking-A! 

Candy Ass: Punk revolution is coming and the place is 
New York. It's time for New York and Candy Ass are 


the high ranking punk bitches. And we need to go 
back and give them a little head? 


Brutarian: A little head? 


18 Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 


Candy Ass: Hint. Н-І-М-Т! Stop looking at our publicity 
photos [laughs] and listen! Seriously, it can be exci t- 
ing again. If we pull together and start supporting one 
another. Even if it’s a matter of playing and attending 
the smaller venues. 


Brutarian: Do you think if Hillary is elected it will help 
liberalize the club scene in New York? 


Candy Ass: We really don’t know what her political 
agenda is. 
Brutarian. You're not alone. I’m 


not sure anybody does. 


Candy Ass: | can't see anyone, 
anyone carrying out Giuliani’s 
personal vendettas anymore. 
When | look at New York, 
though, | see it cleaner. Fewer 
homeless people. Less junkies. 
Cracking down on the cop 
spots. On the other hand 
they’ve kind of killed the life or 
the ability to live the artist or mu- 
sician’s life that New York is 
home for. Haven for. Jacking 
up the rents to the point where 
creative people just can’t live in 
the City anymore. New York 
can stay clean and it can be 
done without destroying the ar- 
tistic community. 


Brutarian: Have you seen Times 
Square recently? You’ve got 
ESPN, Vince McMahon's WWE | 
and Disney; it looks like high | 
tech Nowheresville. 


Candy Ass: Going back to the 
Lower East Side and Avenue A 
was a real shock for us. Just 
unbelievable. But you know 
what? Manhattan and even 
Brooklyn, Green Point, where 
many in the artistic community 
have fled, can get as clean as 
anyone would want and it would still be 18 million 
times better... 


Candy Ass: ...than the town we're in! 
Brutarian: Los Angeles ain’t that bad! 
Candy Ass: Hey, listen we're іп Los Felices, the Silver- 


lake area as close as you can get out here to the East 
Village and it sucks! 


Galadriel shows what 
big girls are made of 


Candy Ass: The people are so incredibly vile and fake 
and nobody has a sense of humor. 


Candy Ass: We're moving back to New York the second 
our lease is up. Maybe before that, we just can't take 
it any more. We're ready to kill ourselves. 


Brutarian: Well, don't do that. What about leading the 
punk revolution? 


Candy Ass: We're really not going to, sweetheart! We 
just did that for dramatic effect in the interview. 


Brutarian: We appreciate that. 
Performance is important in an 
interview. Speaking of perform- 
ance, your debut release sports 

-~ only six songs... is that in keeping 
with your career goal of "being two 
hit wonders"? 


Candy Ass: We've grown past 
that "two hit wonder" thing. We're 
( shooting for "sta" now. The EP 
on CD was just something we 
wanted to record at the time. 
4 We're working on a full length 
j nOW. , 


Вгшапап: But we thought you 
_ were already stars. You call your- 
selves that: pop punk superstars. 


Candy Ass: 
ally. 


Well, we are, actu- 


Brutarian: How does one go 
about becoming a pop punk su- 
perstar? We've always wanted to 
reach that level of success? 


Candy Ass: Watch my video, | 
made a very detailed how-to 
video. We don't have enough 
time in this interview to go into this 
but selling your soul and moving 
to L.A. is important; l'Il leave you 


with that. 
Candy Ass: |t gives you lots of horrible things to write 
about. 
Candy Ass: And we're not talking about bad hygiene. 


We'd love to find bad hygiene, here. Something, an y- 
thing that stinks of life. Bleached teeth, big fake tits 
and blown-out hair, that's all we see. 


Candy Ass: Listen, here's how bad it is out here. The 
people iron their T-shirts. Even with the punks. It’s 
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punk by way of a Sprite commercial. 


Brutarian: But you know how to get commercial atte n- 
tion what was that naughty bit you did on the Howard 
Stern show? 


Candy Ass: Oh, you mean when we stripped? It was 
very, very exciting because it was right before or right 
after; | can’t remember which, our first show. 


Brutarian: What's Stern like? Is he the sweetheart he 
appears to be or is he just a dirty old man? 


Candy Ass: On the air it was all shtick and then off the 


air he was very solicitous. "Are you girls all right? Do 


Brutarian: Стоп, one thousand dollars? You don't 
mean one thousand Yen, do you? 


Candy Ass: No, one thousand American dollars. And 
that's chump change, we should have asked for a lot 
more. 


Brutarian: You should have stayed in Japan for a year 
and made yourself a millionaire. 


Candy Ass: We should have, we should have. But if 
you start your own panty site, remember to have the 
gals seal the package with the panties to make it more 
of a collectible. "Fresh dipped, straight from her crotch 
to you." 


Candy Ass: You know we could make the money to get 
back to New York this way. 


Brutarian: On an even more personal note, all the gals 
in the band are lesbians, correct? 


Candy Ass: We sure are honey. 


Brutarian: Demographics show that the majority of the 


“Our goal is 
_to get everyone 
: : to want to 
2" fuck us.” 


you need anything to drink?” We have a lot of respect 
for him anyway. For us he totally embodies New York 
humor: ironic, completely exaggerated, over-the-top, 
unacceptable. They don’t do that out here. 


Candy Ass: Literally: Hey, why did the chicken cross 
the road? Ah ha ha ha. 


Candy Ass: We can't wait until we get invited back. 
We'll have to be doubly naughty. Hopey didn't get a 
chance to show her tits and they're size double D. 


Brutarian: Оп the topic of naughty we have to ask 
whether you throw clean panties to your fans at your 
shows or soiled and if the latter, shame on you, send 
them to us and we'll sell them on our web site and 
give you a healthy cut. 


Candy Ass: We swing both ways. Menstrual stained 
ones we sell ourselves. 


Candy Ass: Those went for a thousand dollars in Japan. 


Aren't 


music buying public are heterosexual males. 
you worried that in being so forthright about your sex u- 
ality that you're damaging your chances at commercial 
success? 


Candy Ass: | доп! think so because everyone wants to 
fuck us. Personally, lm beating off straight guys AND 
women with a stick. We're also telling straights and 
everyone, "Sorry, as lesbian musicians we don't fit into 
that disgusting Indigo-Girl-Lilith-Fair category. Guys 
too will really go for that, our look: "OH YEAH! Hot 
girl-on-girl action. 


Candy Ass: 
us. 


Our goal is to get everyone to want to fuck 
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Candy Ass: And that’s another problem we have with 
Hollywood: all the gays pretending they are not gay 
because they're worried they might not get movie 
parts or have their records sell. 


Brutarian: Yet you gals, as out lesbians, have а politi- 
cally incorrect attitude in relation to the objectification 
of women’s bodies. Thus, the desire to “Totally exploit 
our tits and asses,” an approach most feminists and 
lesbians would say encourages violence toward 
women. What would you say to those people? 


Candy Ass: 
up for a good fistfight. Violence, bring ft on. 
got something to exploit, ex- 
ploit it. Women are beautiful 
creatures and they should 
show off what they have. 


What | would say to that is that I’m always 
Ш уоиме 


Candy Ass: Hey, its SEX, . 
drugs, rock and roll. And if © 
you feel good, you feel con fi- 
dent about yourself, your 
looks, what have you and . 
you're expressing yourself a 
certain way in dress that 
doesn't give someone license 
to violate your person or your - 
personal space. You should- 
nt have to dress conserva- 
tively to avoid violence. To 
us, that's like saying it’s best 
as a woman if you just stay 
inside as much as possible. 
You have the right to get 
goofy and sexy in public. 
What's the harm if you're not 
getting in anyone else's way? 
Objectification of the male or 
the female form is fine. | am 
guilty of having jerked off to a 
hot photo in a magazine. So? 


Brutarian: So pornography is... 


Candy Ass: Fine. If a consenting adult wants to make 
some bucks and she isn't shy about her body what's 
wrong with that? Its healthy for people to mastur- 
bate. I’m not saying you should become obsessive 
over porno, there's a line you can cross with it. Then 
you're dealing with craziness. Still, that's an individual 
thing. Life's not simple. There are no hard and fast 
rules. People get crazy about all kinds of things. Who 
decides what to keep from you and what you should 
be allowed to see, hear and do? We need to have a 
certain amount of freedom so that we can make 
choices. Not about everything. Obviously, we don't 
want adults exploiting children... 


Brutarian: Well, that's one of the things we find erotic 
about your band, you are exploiting yourselves, you 
are creating your own look. You don't have some sex - 
starved older guy dictating how you should dress. 


Candy Ass: True. We cut our own hair. Design our 
own make-up schemes and dresses. Our image is 
our own creation. We manufacture ourselves. So to 
with the music. We play our own instruments. Write 
our own songs. 


Brutarian: Why is it that when a band like The Mentors 
sings about smacking chicks around or having a huge 
uncontrollable libido its funny, tongue in cheek but 

с when women do it they're 

_ Viewed as either deranged or 

_ nymphomaniacal? 


Candy Ass: A lot of men and 
women find it threatening. It’s 
an act, we’re an act. It doesn’t 
define us. When you get done 
with the panty flashing and 
_ goofy lyrics you can sit down 
and talk seriously with us about 
2 weightier matters. When you до 

= to a club, however, don't you 
want to вее something a little 
naughty and provocative? Or 
do you want to see a band just 
stand there and play? Ра rather 
see a show. 


Candy Ass: That's why we 
, love The Toilet Boys and The 
| Lunachicks. Flash and ass in 
| the act is a good thing. 


Candy Ass: Oh yes, if anyone 
is at all intrigued after reading 
us, please write: 

Candy Asss(ühotmail.com 


Brutarian: Write nice things 
and maybe you'll get a picture. 


Candy Ass: And a pair of panties. By 


Check out Candy. Ass online at their Web site, where you 
can learn all about the band, check out scads of hot pic- | 
tures of this loin-stirring trio, and download MP3 samples 
of all the songs off their first CD , Candy Ass Orgy: 
www.candy-ass. com 


If you want to order Orgy or learn more about the com- 
pany behind these women, check our R.A.F.R. Records 
by visiting: _ 


- www.rafr.com 
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ondoms have been around since Ше 
days Cleopatra made Marc Antony wrap 
his rascal in a dried sheep intestine to 
protect against Mount Vesuvius Rash. 

They made a brief reappearance in the 17th 
century when the Marquis de Sade decided to 
roll his rod in bacon prior to his romps with live- 
stock. Even the modern age version has pecu- 
liar origins. Whatever possessed Alfred Trojan 
to dunk his erect penis in vulcanized rubber, we 
may never know. | can only surmise it had 
something to do with fraternity hazing and a hell 
of a lot of alcohol. It is small wonder, that given 
their questionable beginnings, manufacturers 
have endeavored to make them more attractive 
to we consumers. 

Colors, textures, flavors, hell, they even glow 
in the dark. Yet, despite the best marketing in 
the world, men continue to compare them to a 
raincoat, and women still moan that they disrupt 
the spontaneity of lovemaking. 

Face it: Condoms get a bum rap. Well, actu- 
ally, they get a penis wrap... but you get the pic- 
ture. Personally, | am extremely fond of the 
floppy little rubber guys. Heck, I'll go all out. | 
LOVE condoms. My reasons, you ask? Dis- 
ease protection? Pregnaphobia? Nymphoma- 
niac? 

Nah. 

Sure, | agree with the medical community 


WHY I LOVE 
CONDOMS 


(Names have been changed to 
protect the imaginary.) 


that they provide a barrier between you and 
some pretty nasty infections. As for fear of preg- 
nancy, | am happily married, have three young 
daughters and a husband who was snipped 
years ago. And as far as nymphomania is con- 
cerned, | will admit that sex with my husband 
does nothing but get better every time. And if 
that means wearing a cat costume while hanging 
from the ceiling fan while being tickled with... 
Now, what were we discussing? Ah yes, the 
reason for my condom devotion. Plain and sim- 
ple, in a nutshell, you can throw the wet spot 
away. 

Face it, sex is a messy, fluid-laden affair, with 
the responsibility for clean-up generally at the fe- 
male's feet. | mean that literally. | once awoke 
at 2 AM, after a particularly pleasant session 
with my spouse earlier that evening. As | walked 
to the kitchen for a drink, | felt something hit my 
foot. Imagine my surprise to look down and see 
my husband staring up at me from my sock. 
Every female reading this knows exactly what | 
mean, so | offer the following for the boyfriends 
and spouses who are currently locked behind 
the bathroom door with this issue. You see, 
men, the law of gravity holds true for everything 
on this planet. What goes up, must come down, 
and what goes in WILL come out! 

Think about it, boys. When you put money 
into your financial institution, it does not just dis- 


Linda M. Sharp 
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appear. You can до right around the corner to 
the ATM and out it will come. By the same to- 
ken, when you make a deposit at the bank of our 
womanhood, it is not just soaked up by some 
magical cervical "teller." 

We become ATMs (АП That Mess), so to 
speak and are reminded of the romp for at least 
24 hours after the fact. As Bambi, 19, a wait- 
ress/brain surgeon from Boston describes it, "! 
go through more underwear the day after sex, 
than a potty training two year old!" 

Trixie, 24, a stock broker/super model from 
New York recounts with horror the time she was 
in a high level board meeting. "My boyfriend and 
| had started the day with killer sex. As | sat 
there interacting with the executive committee of 
the brokerage firm, | sneezed, and slid right out 
of my chair and under the table!" 

Depending on how long it has been since 
you last fired your "love rocket,” the amount of 
nuclear waste can ре considerable. As 
Frangelica, 30, a chef/water skier explains so 
graphically, "My boyfriend and | had not seen 
each other in two months. | could make ап en- 
tire omelet from the "egg white" fallout the day 
after" How's that for a visual? 

Forget about the fact that your "gift" is 
messy. It can also be a hazard to public safety. 
Giselle, 22, a debutante from Beverly Hills, is 
lucky to come from a wealthy family. She shud- 
ders delicately, as she remembers that day... 
"Bronson and | had been making love in the 


poolhouse. Afterwards, we decided to go shop- 
ping and he asked me to leave my underwear at 
home. 

“The thought excited both of us. Imagine my 
horror, when from behind me in the mall | heard 
an old woman slip and cry out, ‘Help, I've fallen 
and | can't get ир!” The woman quietly settled 
out of court to avoid embarrassing headlines 
such as OCTOGENARIAN CRIPPLED BY 
SPERM SLIPPAGE!, and now resides in a re- 
tirement villa in Montego Bay. 

So, there you have it guys. Give us a break 
every now and then. We don't care if it sparkles, 
comes in designer colors, or has more topogra- 
phy than a map of Tibet. Just put on that little 
raincoat of love and YOU be the ones to "drip- 
toe" to the bathroom when it's over. Yes, your 
pleasure may be slightly lessened, but you will 
surely earn the love and admiration of our 
hearts, our underwear, our co-workers, and mall 
walkers everywhere. 

Besides, | hear Mount Vesuvius Rash is 
making a comeback. B 


Q 


If you're interested in learning about Linda M. Sharp, visit 
her bio page on our Web site: 
www.brutarian.com/aboutbq/others/sharplindam.htm 


...but if you want to see more of her unmatched humor, 

check out what she and her cohorts dish out at their Web 

site, Sanity Central, by going to: 
www.sanitycentral.com 
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1. The Cabinet of 
Dr. Caligari (1919): 
You tell everyone 
you've seen it but 
you haven't. Ger- 
man Expressionism 
reaches delirious 
heights in this story 
of a сату musician 
and his murderous 
somnambulist. 


2. Witchcraft 
Through The 
Ages (1921): |f 
Bosch or Goya 
were to return from 
the dead to make a movie it would proba- 
bly look something like this surreal take 
on the tropes and images associated with 
the dark arts. Find the copy narrated by 
William Burroughs. 


3. Doctor X (1931): One of the first films 


24 


AS if Ог didn’t have enough to do looking for 
SChIOCKy films worthy of your interest, the editor of this rag has 
ordered me to Celebrate Our Halloween issue with something he's calling the 
31 days of Halloween. “Ya Know the way ше have the 12 days of Christmas, Ozzy? Well, this 
Will be the 31 days оғ Halloween with you picking a horror film for us tO watCh every day.” 
Counded dumb, but he’s the boss, so | thought it over for an hour ог two and handed Big Boss Man my 
list. He wasn't very happy. “What the fuck is this? Bride of Frankenstein? Psycho? Nightmare on Elm Се? 
My Kids Know about this Crap! We're a Cutting edge magazine, you've got to give us stuff the fans don't 
Know about. Not stuff they Can see on the USA Channel and Ted Turner every week. Get real, OZZy.” 
Well, the list you’re about to peruse, took Considerably longer to Come up With. About two weeks, in гаст, 
but it’s a good One. Сей, it's designed for the horror fan not the horror fanatic. "Fan" moreover, does 
not include those who own complete mint editions of Famous Monsters magazine. Nor does it 
apply to those who haunt Fangoria conventions |Ooking to scare up аітестог” Cuts of 
Texas Chainsaw Massacre з. It’s for you, the guy and the gal who use the library 
апа get out On the weekends. 


is important... 


to be released in 
the two-color Tech- 
nicolor process but 
whether you see it 
in color or black and 
white get ready to 
„де! creeped out try- 
ing to figure out 
who's the one doing 
all the killing and 
subsequent corpse 
munching at a 
gothic mansion. 


4. Vampyr (1932): 
Danish director 
wanted to make a 
film that was akin to a dream and he suc- 
ceeded in this largely silent film loosely 
based on Sheridan LeFanu's Carmilla. A 
disquieting tone poem in white and gray. 


5. The Old Dark House (1932): James 
Whale lampooning the Gothic conven- 
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Read on, what follows 


tions he established in Frankenstein and 
giving us a number of lovely thrills and 
chills along the way. An all star cast — 
Melvyn Douglas, Boris Karloff, Charles 
Laughton — is upstaged by aging British 
queen Ernest Thesiger as a menacing 
effeminate. 


6. The Black Cat (1934): Worth watching 
for the minimalist art deco sets alone. 
Throw in Boris Karloff dressed as a man- 
darin queen and Bela Lugosi looking to off 
Karloff for marrying and then killing both 
his wife and his daughter and you're talk- 
ing deranged classic. 


7T. | Walked With A Zombie (1943): A 
lovely young nurse summoned to Haiti to 
care for an autistic woman finds herself 
not in a tropical paradise but in Death's 
Dream Kingdom. One of the finest stud- 
ies in dark and light in the horror canon. 


8. Dementia aka Daughter of Horror 


(1955): А wigged-out ride inside Ше dam- 
aged brain of a female. No dialogue in 
this short, 55 minute feature, only voice 
over narration and eerie music by avant 
gard composer George Antheil. Variety 
called this “the strangest film ever offered 
for theatrical release.” 


9. Night of The Demon (1957): A cursed 
parchment causes death by monster to 
anyone unfortunate enough to find it on 
their person. A primer on the use of sub- 
tlety and atmosphere to create and sus- 
tain tension. 


10. Frankenstein’s аида (195 
Frankenstein's grandson..fias disco 
a drug an aging scientist has invent 
which he uses to turn the latte 
into a fanged she<creature. 
this, he runs over a beautiful woman and | 
decides to try to bring her back to life. 
Awful in all the right ways 


11. И! The Terror From Beyond Space 
(1958): Want to know. where they got the 
idea for Alien? Here it is in this chilling. 
little sci-fi flick which has a blood- sucking 
alien stowing aboard а space shi 


12. The Tingler (1959): William Castle's- 


masterpiece — which ain't saying a lo 


know — stars Vincent Price as GP stum- | 
bling on to the fact that fear causes the 


growth of a centipede-like creature on the 
Spinal column. 
the way a good spook house ride is enjoy- 
able. 


13. Carnival of Souls (1962): Woman 
survives car crash into the drink only to be 
haunted by visions and pulled toward an 
abandoned amusement park where the 
dead dance. Superbly orchestrated, exer- 
cise in mounting terror. 


14. Last Man on Earth (1964): дог 
precursor to The Omega Man finds Мп- 
cent Price as the only survivor of a world- 
wide plague. Except for those who hav 
been turned into vampires and are really 
pissed at Price’s ability to walk about in 
the sunlight. Cheap-budgeted Italian flick 


really works hard at creating an oppres- - 


sive atmosphere of dread. 


15. Deathdream (1972): An answer to a 
mother’s prayer: Little. Andy comes home 
safe from Vietnam. But not so sound. 
He's dead, pissed off and. needs human 
blood. Yes, it's a delightfül-take on The 
Monkey's Paw. " 

16. Deranged (1974): Lovely mix 
graphic horror and nasty comedy purport- 
ing to tell the true story of Ed “Psycho” 
Gein enhanced by Roberts Blossom bril- 


“color remake в а 
|  Werher Herzog, st 5 a real lunatic. аз the 
). © матрие, Klaus Kinski, and has one of the 


_ ary refashioning of Little Red Riding Hood 
as a sexual coming of age story mixin 


- 21. Texas Chainsaw Massacre Il ( 


Kitsch, but enjoyable in As good as the original, plus it stars Den- 


liant, understated portrayal Е Ше паме 
maniac. 


17. Black "m Жы (1974): 
maniac phones зогоп 
dian college. while bodie 
cliché in the book is ш 
verted. The bluepri 
but never. bettered 


name? Well ev 


most beautiful women in the universe 


walking around in diaphanous gowns;:18a- ” 


bé Adjani. 


d ам Buried (1981): Don't let the 
sun n set on your ass ‘in this quiet New Eng- 
land town or you'll get killed. Violently 
and gruesomely. Effective mix of gore 
and mystery failed to click at the box of- 
fice for some reason. 


20. Company of Wolves (1985): Vision- 


пе erotic, the grotesque and Ше опеп 
tography and art design are works ¢ 
in and of themselves. 


um 


nis Hopper trying to out-crazy the Saw- 
ney Bean family imitators. ^ Hilarious 
but truly unsettling. when it wants to be. 


22. Nekromantik (1988): Can a film be so 
depraved, so morally bankrupt as to as- 
cend to a height beyond depravity and 
morality? In other words, reach the level 
of art. See this quiet meditation on necro- 
philia and murder and decide for yourself. 


23. Parents (1989): Satire of the 50s nu- 


„clear family with young boy's growing: 
fears. that...mom..and..pop..are...cooking | 
something other than steaks on the out- 


door. grill. “Randy Quaid and ry | Beth 


Hurt manage the neat feat of showing ч 


how Ж Ше Bland can be. 


direct aim at озы атмый м with the 
rich literally absorbing the have have- nots 
and getting sexually fulfilled in the proc- 
ess. The final orgy sequence must be 


seen to be believed. 


the bone but this tale of a monster.ünder- 
world that may hold the secrets:of life and 
death is gripping, atmospheric and far 
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. about it; it’s just a hilari 


á 5. Nightbreed (1990): The producers 
took this from Clive Barker and pared; it to 


better than Barker's Hellraiser. 


26. Dead-Alive (1992): The funniest and 
most outrageous gore splatter comedy 
ever made. Would you expect any less 
from Peter Jackson? No story, no plotting 
to speak of, just flesh-eating zombies get- 
ting diced and sliced in highly gruesome 
and imaginative ways. By film’s end 
you're looking at a body count just a tad 
smaller than that at Nagasaki. 


27. Habit (1997): A vampire is stalking 
the denizens of Manhattan's East Village. 


sAs.if you or anyone else would notice. 


Why She chooses to fall for Sam, an ema- 


ciated alcoholic loser with major dental 


problems, is puzzling. All kidding aside, 
this is one ofthe best blood-drinker flicks 
ever made; it’s highly imaginative, sus- 
penseful and arrestingly shot and filmed. 


28. Kingdom of Shadows (1998): A 
study of the horror film from the turn of the 
century to the advent of sound. Impossi- 
ble not to enjoy what with bits.and pieces 
obscure Lon Chaney films, the sur- 
ind. nightmarish mise en scenes from 

_ Murnau, Browning, et al, and 
julchral narration courtesy of 


Kissed (1998): A film about a corpse- 


Поуп" college gal which is pure poetry == 


eplete with soft lighting, inchoate Lawren- 
n narration and a pair of lovers who 


look like they just stepped out of a Burne- 


Jones painting. 


30. Devil’s Advocate (1998): Al Pacino 
chewing ир Ше scenery аз the devil dis- 
guised as the head of a powerful New 
York law firm and making Keanu Reeves 
as the hot-shot young lawyer being slowly 
lured to his doom look good in the proc- 
ess. For that reason alone, one should 
watch. The other is a diabolically good 
script cleverly fi filmed and edited С Ру Тауюг 


; Hackford, 


81. Scary Movie (2000): if it's still playing 
„оп Halloween, run, don't walk, to your lo- 


cal megaplex. There's othing clever 


all-out vulgar 
assault on the vulgar manipulative flicks 
that have been passing.themselves off as 
horror movies in the late 90s. 


WE NOW RETURN YOU 
ТО 02275 REGULARLY 
“SCHEDULED SIX PACK 

THEATER, ALREADY 
IN PROGRESS. 
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АП Women Are Вай 


Men know this truth to be self-evident: а! 
women are bad. But men are worse than 
bad for knowing this and still turning, at 
every turn, to the female — in whatever 
dress the latter chose to cloak them- 
selves, in whatever face they have pre- 
pared to meet the faces that they meet. 
Such knowledge, such helplessness іп 
the face of such knowledge, combined 
with a growing recognition of the fairer 
sex’s perfidy, their constant need for grati- 
fication in the form of sex, can lead to 
madness. All Women Are Bad is the 
story of man made mad by woman. An 
ordinary Joe. A salesman from Hoboken 
who comes home one day to find his 
beautiful faithless wife in the arms of a 
younger man. Shocked beyond endur- 
ance our salesman retreats to the flesh- 
pots of Manhattan looking for solace. And 
a little forgetfulness. Instead, he finds, 
horror of horrors: lesbianism, homosexu- 
ality, S&M, fetishism, hippy-drug orgies, 
and finally necrophilia. It becomes too 
much. All the women’s faces become his 
slattern wife’s and all the men morph into 
refugee’s from Mr. Rogers’ nightmares. 
Told solely in otiose voice-over with pan- 
tomiming so broad as to make the Key- 
stone Cops look like models of restraint, 
All Women Are Bad is ineptitude on such 
a broad scale it cannot help but take your 
breath away. Which in bad film terms 
means it is very, very good: inadvertently 
funny, touching for all the wrong reasons, 
arousing for even wronger reasons. Re- 
portedly, the director of this 1969 soft- 
core folly made several other films prior to 
this one, including Devil in Velvet (1968) 
and Julie’s No Angel (1967). Oh! My 
heart! Be still! Be still! 


The Day the Earth 
ы зені ыйа Ғіге 


f From Val Guest, the in- 
ventive mind who gave us 
all those wonderful Qua- 
termass films, comes this 
relatively obscure apoca- 
lyptic 1961 English pro- 
duction. Winner of the 
British Film Industry's 
ың award for best screen- 
play, Fire posits what 
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might happen if the earth's axis was 

suddenly tilted a bit. Only twelve degrees 
as a result of the simultaneous explosion 
of a Russian and an American nuclear 
device but that appears to be enough. 
Earthquakes and floods begin to rock the 
world, temperatures begin to rise at 
alarming rates and the waters of the great 
rivers condense and blanket cities in 
dense fog. Pretty cool, eh? Even cooler 
is the fact that Guest tells the story 
through the eyes of an alcoholic British 
journalist and has him bouncing his cyni- 
cal one-liners off of fellow scribe Leo 
McKern and tasty dish Vera Monroe. 
Most sci-fi buffs criticize the flick for being 
too talky but the talk is literate, it cleverly 
fleshes out the characters and nicely en- 
hances the sense of dread as we, along 
with our trio of protagonists, watch help- 
lessly as planet earth dies screaming. 
Special effects are mostly consigned to 
archival footage of natural disasters but 
that is a real newsroom where most of the 
action takes place and those exteriors 
were filmed іп and around London. In 
fact, much of this has a verite feel, never 
more so than an exterior scene, in which 
a dense fog created by the evaporating 
Themes River slowly but inexorably 
pushes its way into a children's amuse- 
ment park. Watching the park's unknow- 
ing patrons stumble about in glassy-eyed 
disbelief as the fog grows thicker and 
thicker still and then rises higher and 
higher until everything is shrouded in 
grayness is without a doubt one of the 
creepiest sequences in sci-fi cinema. 


The Beatniks! 


Drinker and erstwhile 
stick-up тап by 
night! Professional 
idler by day! Yes, 
Tony Travis certainly 
is а Renaissance 
man. Нез getting a 

little bored, though, | 
with robbing the 
same liquor store 
every week. Getting 
fed up, too, with а 
hanging-out with his | 
gang. If you can call E: 
a greasy psycho, а, 
giggling retard and a 

dance-happy nymphomaniac a gang. 
Part of the problem is that Tony's on the 
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way to the top. He's a singer. A veritable 
Percy Como. Got himself a manager. 
And thousands of fans and a record com- 
pany clamoring to get him into its studios. 
Let's not forget the toothy blonde recep- 
tionist. She's just mad for Tony. The 
blonde and the manager want Tony to 
Dump his gang. Tony can't. He loves his 
gang. You can’t just ditch your friends. 
Even if they have just shot to death a lo- 
cal tavern owner. Or can you? Wow! 
Like, crazy man. The Beatniks billed it- 
self, when released in 1960, as ап inti- 
mate look at the wild bohemian cuckoo 
birds frequenting coffee houses and 
louche, smoke-filled basement taverns. 
But there ain't no Beats here, daddy-o! 
Only a bunch of lousy actors alternately 
muttering and shouting at each other. 
When that's not going down, we get to 
watch Tony sing outtasite ditties like 
“Sideburns Don't Need Your Sympathy.” 
In fact, Tony gets to sing so much here 
that Ozzy wasn't sure whether he was 
watching a movie or an audition tape. 
However you choose to characterize this 
inanity, it's bad bad bad. But that's the 
way Oz likes it, Uh huh, Uh huh. Docked 
one can for the ending which finds Tony 
in a police car heading off to the hoose- 
gow for what looked to be nothing more 
than cheating on his girlfriend. Oz didn't 

know that was a 


A wimpy dreamer gives up his job with a 
megafilm distribution company to reopen 
an abandoned movie palace. And reopen 
it he does, thanks to the help of two of his 
associates, a cantankerous, gangly pro- 
jectionist and a punky female press agent. 
Just one problem: the film to be shown at 
the premiere (a campy 60s peplum) is in 
unsubtitled Italian. What to do? The 
theater is filled with dignitaries and the 
press. Well, what would you do given the 
situation? That's right, improvise voice 
voice-overs and sound effects in the pro- 
jection booth. Okay, you and your friends 
would make a mess of it, sure, but this is 
a movie and because it is we have our trio 
coming through in fine form with one out- 
rageously funny line after another 
mouthed by some of the nuttiest wild 
cuckoo voices outside of a Jim Carrey 
flick. Yes, its Hercules as a pompous 
lounge singer, Samson a spoiled Jewish 
kid from Queens, Delilah as deranged 
Hungarian vamp, and a Greek midget 


who sounds like he’s auditioning for Ше 
lead in Leprechaun VI. Very politically in- 
correct in places; still, you have to break a 
few eggs sometimes if you want to make 
an omelet. Socrates said that, methinks. 


« Not worth 
watching 
unless you've 
had а couple 
of Heinekens, 
_ but definitely a 
Bwonderful 
. trivia. question 
,when you're 
г. taking a break 
talking sports 


with your 

buds. The 

question is: 

What is the 

only movie 

that finds itself 

» saddled with 
а tesa, George Ken- 
nedy, Brion 


James, Wings Hauser and Bo Hopkins. 
Answer? and be sure it's in the form of 
question: Nightmare At Noon. Directed 
by someone named Nico Mastakoris (yes, 
Oz can tell you the other pictures Nico 
directed but trust Mr. Fide, you won't 
care) only in a manner of speaking, what 
you've got here is a flick that can’t make 
up it’s mind whether it wants to be a piece 
of cautionary sci-fi or an outright horror 
film. Here's the premise: scientists poi- 
son the water supply of a small Arizona 
town in order to observe the effects of 
said poison on the citizens. Okay, it's poi- 
son, the best you can hope for is that the 
citizens don't die, so why bother. Well, 
bad guy Brion James believes his con- 
coction can deaden the brain but keep the 
personality under control. Kind of a voo- 
doo thang that all goes wrong as the zom- 
bies beat the bejesus out of everyone 
they run across and ,when they can get 
their hands on a gun, which happens with 
almost preternatural frequency, they blow 
away anything that moves. And when 
they can't find anything they blow away 
themselves. Maybe not, Oz got confused 
with all the shooting. In any case, lots of 
shooting is always a plus in Grade Z mov- 
ies. Also a plus: things like cars and 
buildings blowing up. Final plus: when 


the zombies get shot or bludgeoned to 
pieces, they bleed, ooze and vomit green 
blood. How cool is 

that? Let's see, that's $= 

three pluses which RÈS 

equals, in Ozzy’s 
damaged brain... 


1 Drink Your Blood 


This 1971 feature initially received an X- 
rating by the MPAA, achieving, in the 
process, the somewhat dubious distinc- 
tion of being one of the few films ever so 
rated for violence rather than explicit sex. 
It was back to the drawing board for pro- 
ducer Jerry Gross who cut some of the 
gorier sequences and added new footage 
to attain the less onerous R-rating. Well, 
guess what? We've found the original 
director's cut and it's a doozy. Oh, not 
that the gore is so shocking; it's rather 
tame by today's standards. It’s just that 
the story of a young boy who injects meat 
pies with rabid dog blood to get back at a 
Manson-like gang who beat-up and force- 
fed his grandfather LSD works so much 
better now. The old version had people 
frothing at the mouth and screaming and 
waving axes and blades and swords and 
then cut: a dead body. Now you can see 
arms severed, heads lopped off, bodies 
eviscerated, all played for laughs with a 
cast obviously enjoying hamming it up. 
Oh, right, why is this all happening? 
Seems that rabies is highly infectious so 
even coming in contact with tainted blood 
will infect you. Not to mention having sex 
with someone. Which two dozen ог so 
construction workers do with one of the 
delirious female cult members. She has a 
great body. We get to see it in this ver- 
sion. Brought to you by the man who 
gave us | Spit On Your Grave and Teen- 
age Mother. So you know it's good. 


The Pick-Up 


Sleaze director Robert Frost almost sin- 
gle-handedly took the winsome nudie- 
cutie genre and dragged it into the gutter 
with his 1967 film The Animal. The story 
of a peeping tom who spends the entire 
ninety-minute running time manfully striv- 
ing to turn a wealthy socialite into a de- 
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praved slattern, 

The Animal occu- 
pies a fond place 
in the hearts of 
trash-film lovers’ 
everywhere. 
Frost also di- 
rected The Defil- 
ers for exploita- 
tion legend David 
Friedman. A 
kinky remake of 
The Collector, it is E 
acknowledged by 
idiots and schol- 
ars alike, as one 
of the finest grind- 
house features ever to disgrace local 
theaters. What a disappointment for Oz, 
then, to discover this "lost" 1968 Fried- 
man-Frost feature to be a mild noirish ex- 
ercise totally lacking in suspense and un- 
intentional yuks. Our story concerns two 
bagmen for the mob who somehow man- 
age to let two decidedly unattractive floo- 
zies relieve them of the money they are 
schlepping from Vegas to La La Land. 
There's a nicely edited and shot sex se- 
quence between the four principles but 
everything else is nowheresville until our 
couriers catch up with their betrayers and 
proceed to torture them. This part Mr. 
Fide liked as it involved shower dunking, 
whippings with belts and the old nipples- 
tied-to-the-electrical outlet trick. Now 
gals, don't get your dander up, none of 
this looks the least bit real and besides, 
you're so bored at this point you're 
ready to beat the crap out of every- 
one connected to this woebegone 
project. Hey, Mr. Friedman, better 
this turkey should have stayed lost. 


Alfredo and Angelo Castiglioni's Mondo 
Magic, released in 1974, is said to have 
offended no less a 
sleaze maven 
than the imper- 
turbable John Wa- rp 
ters. Or so legend 
has it; Oz cant 
really say why, as gs 
Из a laugh riot. 
Except for the апі- ж 
mal slaughter. 
And the shots of 
women getting 
humiliated. Апа 
all the filthy primi- 
tives eating bugs 
and larvae and 
rolling around in 


Fo 
Barbaric and Bizarre . . . Gory and Grotesque! 


poop. Alright, alright already, this is pretty 
damn offensive stuff, nonetheless; it's 
pretty fascinating. Ritual sodomy of little 
boys in an African sexual celebration. 
Exorcism by smoking pipe employed as 
dildo and enema. Labia stretching! Penis 
discipline for naughty boys! And more. 
Much of which has nothing to do with sex 
or genitals! Truly a disturbing sojourn into 
a world where the difference between ter- 
гог and ecstasy is meaningless. Where 
the linchpin of all existence 15 magic. 
That last bit sounded pretty cool, right? 
Alberto Moravia, world renowned Italian 
novelist wrote that. That's supposedly his 
text the insufferably pompous narrator is 
employing throughout. Whether ог not 
Mr. Moravia actually wrote a word of this 
is a matter of no small dispute; still, the 
voice over is rather literate for a 


shockumentary of this kind and that's 
what most likely will keep the more intel- 
lectual types watching. The rest of you 
will just fast forward through the hunting 
sequences so as to get to the shocking 
and stomach turning bits. Of which there 
are plenty. 


Dr. Gore 
(aka Body Shop) 


If memory serves, and it often doesn't 
thanks to Ozzy's drinking, the director and 
star of this sick flick, Pat Patterson, made 
a small fortunes in the 50s and early 60s 
running spook shows. These were es- 
sentially magic performances with a ma- 
cabre theme, and supposedly, Pat was a 
real master. Well, he got tired of raising 
skeletons from empty coffins and decided 
to make himself a movie star. Using his 
own funds, he 
first made a 
film, now lost, 
called The 
MI Electric Chair. 
ma Although it 
4 bombed, Pat, 
i undaunted, 
returned the 
very next year 
with Dr. Gore, 
a goofy, grue- 
some remake 
of the Frank- 
enstein story. 


Everything is 
wrong here 
which, of 


ne Meating Place For DISMEMBERS ONLY 


course, makes it... ALL RIGHT! Why a 
badly aging Patterson with his absurd 
comb-over and light bulb-shaped head 
studded with moles cast himself as an 
irresistible Lothario is just one of the pro- 
duction decisions that will have you chok- 
ing with laughter. The other is the story, 
which concerns a modern-day mad doctor 
who has somehow convinced himself that 
a physically perfect woman can only be 
created from the body parts of other 
women; she cannot be found. Sheesh! 
Doesn't this guy ever read porno maga- 
zines? Guess not, as the flick takes place 
in Charlotte, North Carolina, the center of 
the Bible Belt. Anyhoo, what we mean by 
"made" is taking a torso from one girl 
here, arms from another girl there, stitch- 
ing them all together, wrapping up the 
finished work in tin foil so the whole mess 
looks like a giant bag of Jiffy Pop and 
then running about a million volts thru the 
damn thing. Don't know how you're going 
to get a pristine bod with all those 
stitches; but never mind, because now 
after watching the good doctor and his 
hunchback assistant dice and slice a 
number of live nubiles we get to see the 
Doc's sensitive side. Yes, it’s alive. IT'S 
ALIVE! And Dr. Gore has, at long last, 
found love. Therefore, Oz sayeth unto 
you, "Put gauze over the lens, turn up the 
schmaltzy music, and bid good Laughter 
enter.” Thinkest thou Laughter will not 
come? Verily, Oz is willing to grant ten to 
one odds to even the most stoic of per- 
sonalities that he or she will be unable to 
keep from chortling at the sight of the 
spindly, misshapen-headed Patterson 
cooing and kissing through his flabby, de- 
sanguinated lips, or the repeated scenes 
in which our doctor saws the air in a bur- 
lesque of lust with his attenuated, alarm- 
ingly hirsute arms. How our lovely lady 


monster managed to sit there without 
throwing up will forever remain a mystery. 
Sit there she did and sit there you will 
however, shocked and amazed at the ut- 
ter, complete ineptitude displayed in al- 
most every frame of this mess-terpiece. 


Before the aforementioned Patterson de- 
luded himself into believing he had the 
looks and charisma of Cary Grant, he 
learned the tricks of the low-budget movie 
trade toiling for H.G. Lewis. On Moon- 
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shine Moun- “үң 
tain, released 
in 1964, Patter- 
son found him- 
self traveling to 
Bullock Creek, 
South Carolina 
to work on spe- 
cial effects for 
the Godfather 
of Gore. Most 
of which 
wound up on 
the cutting 
room floor be- 
cause H.G. decided he wanted Mountain 
to be a hillbilly comedy. Well, portraying 
all the backwoods people as slobbering 
drunken retards is pretty funny; the narra- 
tive concerning a successful folk singer's 
search for love and his roots in this milieu 
is not. Earnest dialogue and authentic 
bluegrass musical performances (even by 
the mentally challenged!) 
G3 set amongst a populace of 
ў outrageous caricatures 

may come off as surreal, 
too; for Oz, however, it's 
just D-U-M. 


If you've seen 
any of the Japa- 
nese Godzilla 
movies, you've 
pretty much seen 
ЕЙ this one as well. 

; Horrible dubbing 
ginto — English, 
cheesy special 
| effects, and, as in 
Ше case of the 
last 15 or so big 
It E E “Zila thrillas," 
he's more of a good monster than bad. 
Sure, Godzie stomps on the occasional 
restaurant, and a swipe of his tail wipes 
out an apartment building and a high rise 
skyscraper or two, but dammit, he's al- 
ways there to save the world from the 
other, worse monsters - in this case, one 
from outer space that's been buried for 
millions of years. To quote the man at the 
end of the film, when asked why Godzilla 
always shows up to save humanity, 
"Because there's Godzilla in each of us." 

What this means, Oz 
y doesn't have the 
clue... but 


GET READY ТО CRUISE. 


% 


WE АРЕ 4211: 


“COLLECTORS” VIDEOTAPES” ARE BACK! 
$15 EACH PLUS POSTAGE* 


EMANUELLE IN AMERICA 
~Joe D'Amato uncut, wide-screen in English 


SON OF THE BLOB е CANNIBAL GIRLS e THE VIJ 
WILLIE DYNAMITE е DEVIL DOLL е THE MUTATIONS 
DON'T BE AFRAID OF THE DARK 
LET'S SCARE JESSICA TO DEATH 


JESS FRANCO'S VAMPIRE BLUES 
limited edition - 300 copies $30 ($39.98 list) 


and many more! 
(*postage: $3.75 for Ist item + .50 each extra) 


PLUS NEW & USED VIDS, CD'S & LP'S, 
MOVIE POSTERS AND MORE! 


OR SEND $5.00 ($6.00 OUTSIDE OF U.S.) FOR OUR BIG-ASS CATALOGUE #3 AND UPDATES TO: 
TRASH PALACE, DEPT.BR, P.O. BOX 2565, SILVER SPRING, MD 20915 USA 
e-mail us at: trashpal @ erols.com call us at 301-681-4625 


SUBSCRIBE 
WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE? „1° 
PEMGUINS DONT LINE IM THE 


MORTHERW HEMISPHERE. 


A site that 
doesn’t suck! 
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Оп Manor’s 
mind..... 


г. millions. 


1 Г believe: 


di y Od sori 


through back issues of this journal or 
the archives at www.brutarian.com, 
it's only natural to make seeking out 
On Manor's Mind your top priority. 
But, although eyeing all those mas- 
terpieces one after the other is like 
going to the Louvre without having to 
smell the French, one may somehow 
get the misleading impression Me s- 
siah Manor is up to his dazzling blue 
eyes in cynicism. "Bird seed!" if | 
may quote the shocking expletive 
used by Tony Bennett in The Oscar. 


Okay, I'll admit to possessing a de- 
gree of skepticism. (Yeah, like we're 
really supposed to fall for that 
"Oranges grow on trees" baloney.) 
That, nonetheless, doesn't mean | 


don't believe in anything. In fact, to 


dispel such notions of Statelian cyni- 
cism, I've drawn up the following list. 


I truly believe, with his long streak of 
wildly popular records since "Modern 
Love" and incredibly prolific output, 
David Bowie is worth hundreds of 
After all, he's never been 
known to manipulate the media. | 
also believe all the Loveline ques- 


‚ tions are legitimate queries from the 


sincerely concerned, not the product 


' of wiseguys fabricating the goofiest 


nonsense they can, in hopes of see- 
ing the fruit of their pranks on TV. 


Private Parts' portrayal of 
Howard Stern couldn't possibly have 
been a total scam; landscape paint- 
ing is just as easy as it looks on 
those instructional programs; and, 
acquaintances really care about my 
well-being when they ask "How ya 
doing?" while walking by without 
stopping to hear the answer. 


Г believe: it's much more efficient to 
click through dozens of pages of a 
company's website than to phone 
their toll-free number and simply ask 
"Do you carry such-and-such?"; it's 
not the least bit patronizing to be 
called "big guy" or "boss," particularly 
when it comes from someone who's 
on a tip-oriented job; and, when you 
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deal with him on a multimillion dollar 
contract during a board meeting, 
Dave from Wendy's is a laid-back, 
semi-comic figure just like he is on 
his TV ads. 


| believe: а pierced eyebrow is fine 
'cause nobody would ever consider it 
a neon-sign huge target in the event 
a fight broke out; and, the fancy man- 
sions, cars and babes surrounding 
performers on music videos are 
really theirs, not just rented by the 
hour. / believe it whenever a product 
has "new and improved" on the label. 


| believe: the most revered master 
of kung fu and all things Eastern is 
indeed David Carradine; years from 
now we'l view clips of Scott 
Weiland's "dancing" in awe-struck 
respect, not for comic relief, people 
with eyeglasses are smarter than 
those without; and, there's such a 
thing as a "brilliant" play and an 
"important" game. 


Г believe those same eight guys who 
appear in every American porn pic 
epitomize what women consider the 
apex of desirability, as evidenced by 
the gals' eagerness to skip right over 
dating, seduction or even foreplay; 
Hollywood celebs who turn up at 
prime Lakers' games are also there 
for the untelevised contests; and, my 
$1.99 "vote" programs what's played 
on The Box. 


| believe every superlative-laced 
capsule | read on rental video boxes; 
and, a nationally advertised product 
is better than a generic one even if 
contains but one ingredient (e.g. salt 
or aspirin.) / also believe: students 
enroll in med school strictly because 
they love helping people; and, со п- 
victed murderers are sincere when 
they express profound remorse while 
standing before the sentencing 
judge. 


Г believe: а kid named Roach, Gui- 
tar or Windstorm will grow up well- 
adjusted and free from taunts by the 
other little angels; car dealers sell 
new vehicles at "one dollar over fa c- 
tory invoice"; and, there's a pro wre s- 


Шпа rulebook the bad guys disre- 
gard. 


! believe: vibrant young beauties 
marry ancient millionaires purely for 
love; and everyone who ever joined 
a police force did so "to protect and 
serve," not to boss people around, 
drive at excessive speeds and pack 
a pistol all legal like. / believe those 
righteous individuals who take up a 
cause du jour (e.g. Tibet, Mumia) did 
extensive personal research, obje c- 
tively examining every side of each 
issue before backing the group that 
by pure coincidence just happens to 
be fashionable. 


! believe: McDonald's remains in 
business because they "love to see 
you smile." / believe: Real World 
lives up to its name. humble ассер- 
tance speeches; the five-dollar 
charge for "postage and handling" on 
a CD or T-shirt just barely covers the 
merchant's expenses; and, the ani- 
mal has a pretty sporting chance in a 
bullfight. 


So what gave you the idea | can be 
cynical? 


A few more inches of Extraordinary 
Insight: This is an actual quote from 
the print ad: “I went bananas for this 
smart sleeper about stupids, so take 
the money and run to see 'Small 
Time Crooks." —Gene Shalit, To- 
day, NBC-TV." Can you imagine be- 
ing so utterly shameless — on a na- 
tional level, no less?!? ... Hey, did 
you ever try this: Meet a fellow ho, 
go back to his/her place and, when 
they're sound asleep, wet the bed-- 
on their side? ... The reason horsey 
Joan Rivers and her equally equine 
daughter have any room to criticize 
the way other people look is 
— Ооооооһ, no, wait, don't 
tell me; | know this one ... When in a 
bar or restaurant | won't be revisiting 
and am about to leave, | like to wait 
until а couple arrives, then go up to 
them all teary-eyed and cry, "I can't 
believe you're not only cheating on 
me, but you even came to our spe- 
cial place" before storming out ... 


Gone-Hollywood dunderhead Drew 
Barrymore was in a film entitled 
"Never Been Kissed" — which 
begged the questions, "Oh, yeah? 
Where?" ... Here's a novel idea: a 
rap video where they DON'T use that 
fn ground-level camera ... Let me 
bite into this cooked chicken. Say, it 
tastes just like snake! ... Saw a sign 
on a diner door that read "Breakfast 
anytime," so | told the waitress "I'll 
have French Toast while | steal a 
Steven Wright routine." ... How des- 
picably fraudulent it is for top-level 
fitness fillies to have implants? "If 
you want to look like this, eat right, 
exercise daily, get plenty of rest — 
and give a surgeon 7000 bucks." 
Seems to me, buying a bod contra- 
dicts every single premise of what 
they preach ... Isn't someone "most 
qualified” for financial assistance, the 
least in need of it? 


HUBBA HUBBA HONEYS: Due to 
my involvement in martial arts mag a- 
zines way back when, | "discovered" 
Jackie Chan before 90-plus percent 
of the populace. In fact, | can re- 
member being the only ofay in the 
theater when Тһе Big Brawl debuted. 


As far as Bruce Lee goes, I've been 
staring back at a pair of Lee litho- 
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graphs on my bedroom wall for about 
twenty years; and, I've decided, if | 
ever got a tattoo, the design would 
likely be the symbol of Lee's jeet 
kune do. Nuff said? 


Everybody's heard of Chan and Lee. 
Well, now it's time you got ac- 
quainted with Chen and Lee, another 
pair of Asian sensations who, by ee- 
rie coincidence, happen to share the 
same profession, just like their mas- 
culine counterparts. These women 
are also known for being particularly 
dangerous with a stick in hand, A 
cue stick, that is. 


Jennifer Chen and Jeanette Lee 
are world-class 9-ball (pool) shoot- 
ers...and this issue's Honeys. Chen 
packs an A-1 can; and in a biz 
where the participants are most of- 
ten bent over at a 90-degree angle, 
that means so very much to us 
lechers. Even if | weren't The Only 
Guy On The Planet Who Doesn't 
Think He's A Master Pool Player 
and Jennifer not a pro, there's no 
way such a delightful distraction 
wouldn't lead to the miss massa- 
cring me at a table. But I'd be the 
happiest "loser" in town! 


Then there's the lovely Ms. Lee. 
Wawawawawawawow, is Jeanette 
a full-on fantasy femme. Not only is 
she long and lean, 
sleek and chic, and 
slender and tender, 
not to mention pretty 
and gritty; but she's 
also a champion in 
this sport. The only 
hitch | see in her 
overall package is 
that detrimental piece 
of metal wrapped 
around her third fin- 
ger, left hand. But, 
she hasn't met me 
yet; and, once she 
does, she'll no doubt 
kick hubby to the 
curve. After all, mine 
is The Face That 
Launched А Thou- 
sand Divorces. B 


Q 
31 


32 


danny Hellman 


Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 


The Night Man 


K.W. Jeter 
(1990) Onyx 


The Night Man by 
K. W. Jeter was 
sold as horror, but 
it's actually a com- 
pelling psychologi- 
cal portrait of a 
small boy's 
abused life and 
his way of coping, 
which is to imag- 
пе а faceless ШШШ 
тап па дагк саг INTENSE. UNFLINCHINGLY HONEST. 
who wreaks re- 
venge upon those 
who torment him. ux 
The horror part x н 
comes very late in the book when the imagined 
revenge begins to become real, in physical 
terms. This, incidentally, horrifies the boy, who 
is not conjuring these images consciously, a 
brilliant psychological insight into how the id can 
bubble up in us. Crimes are committed, awful 
murders of those who have tortured this kid, 
and only he knows that it's what he calls the 
Night Man. 

Except that the Night Man also refers to an 
adult who works the night shift at the juvenile 
detention hall. He takes an interest in the tor- 


„ mented undersized kid and tries to help. Не 


identifies with the kid because of his own past 
as a bullied kid. And it is he who ends up ar- 
rested for the crimes, even as the reader is left 
wondering if this is true, or if the man’s and the 
boy’s psychologies have somehow meshed to 
create a real force that over-rides their natural 
restraints. 

It's brilliant stuff, many cuts above the usual 
horror or revenge crap. The aspect to note, 
though, is Jeter's detestation of the jock mental- 
ity. It is the local high-school football squad 
who swill beer, watch porn tapes, and merci- 
lessly bully the little kid, who hasn't got an ad- 
vantage in his life at all. His mother's an alco- 
holic mess who hates him, his sister's a whore 
who trades sex for status with the football team 
captain, and he lives in poverty, always hungry 
and never protected. 

Jeter attacks and deconstructs the jocks 
without pity, without remorse, and without spar- 
ing a detail. He deals with the macho types 
who are secretly gay, he deals with the sado- 
masochists, and he deals with the big dumb 
assholes who just follow along. He's been there 
and knows, and his hatred for jocks is palpable. 
And what's best, he broadens this view to show 
a coarse world in which the jock mentality has 
infected and degraded everything. It’s social 
criticism without the fancy words, and it stings 
on the personal level. 

All the lives shown in The Night Man are 
ugly, but damned accurate. We all know losers 
like these, people just trying to cope, battered 


and broken by life, and they know them- 
selves, perhaps all too well, and the truth 
doesn't set them free even an inch. And 
despite the occasional eerie scene, noth- 
ing in the book is supernatural unless you 
choose to see it that way, and Jeter 
makes it clear that such a choice is a cop- 
out. 

Philip K. Dick "discovered" Jeter and 
trumpeted how good he is, but the SF 
community was long past taking PKD se- 
riously, so they let Jeter play a bit, then 
shoved him aside. He's proven to be a 
survivor by writing books in other genres 
and even doing a pair of Blade Runner 
tie-in novels that, true to Jeter's form, rise 
above media hackwork and are excellent 
on their own terms. Jeter's a playful, dev- 
astating mind doing serious work in popu- 
lar form, just like PKD. 

Although many readers will take it on a 
mundane level and see nothing more in it 
than a decent diversion, Jeter's work de- 
serves serious attention from anyone in- 
telligent enough to see things as they are 
and still give a damn. It's worth seeking. 

-Gene Stewart 


+++ 


The Male Body: A New 
Look at Men in Public 


and Private 


Susan Bordo 
(1999)Farrar, Straus and Giroux 


Stiffed: The Betrayal of 


the American Man 


Susan Faludi 
(1999) William Morrow 


"Respect the cock," says Tom Cruise's 
character in the movie Magnolia. It 
makes sense in context: he's the leader of 
an EST-style cult devoted to producing 
aggressive men. | didn't realize he was 
also enunciating the prime directive of 
American publishing, but nothing else 
could explain a pair of recent books by 
well-known feminists. Someone must 
have said to Susan Bordo and Susan Fa- 
ludi, "АШ right, already-enough about 
women. Talk 
about men 
now. Re- 
spect the 
cock." 

In The Male 
Body: A New 
Look at Men 
in Public and 
Private, 
Bordo obeys 
this injunction 
in its most 


Susan Bordo 


literal terms. She begins with an embar- 
rassing meditation about never having 
seen her father's penis (apparently a dep- 
rivation) and continues through a full third 
of the book to talk about crotches as 
though men's bodies consisted of nothing 
else. It's a strangely prurient exercise, at 
the intellectual level of sitcom characters 
saying the word "penis" because they 
can. For the rest of the book — a hodge- 
podge of unfinished essays, notes for 
classes she's taught and points she 
wishes she'd made during them — Bordo 
tosses in the word and its cognates when- 
ever interest might be starting to flag. 
The focus seems deliberate, pointed, you 
might say. It's as if Bordo were saying, "I 
may be a feminist but at least I'm not a 
dyke. | love cock, I'm obsessed with it. 
Listen to how | talk about it." 

When she leaves the subject, she oc- 
casionally has something interesting to 
say. In the middle of the book, she directs 
her attention to the phenomenon of the 
male body as object of gaze, contrasting it 
to the more traditional male role as sub- 
ject, or viewer. Her overview of the male 
sex object in 1950s films — she reads 
biblical epics like The Ten Command- 
ments as S-M celebrations of "теп, men, 
men whipping and being whipped by each 
other... Full of captive, semi-naked, 
spread-eagled heroes" — is amusing, and 
she offers an intriguing explanation for his 
disappearance from later films. 

Once sexual strictures were loosened, 
she theorizes, Hollywood became too pre- 
occupied with showing what women 
looked like to bother showing what they 
liked to look at. Thus, what appeared to 
be liberation in fact produced further ob- 
jectification of women. 

Another essay in the same section 
considers contemporary male sex objects 
and the social meaning of a man's as- 
sumption of a role traditionally assigned to 
women. A rich subject, but unfortunately, 
Bordo offers little more than a creepy dis- 
play of what it's like to talk about human 
beings as if they were pieces of meat, 
airily styling herself a ‘nouvelle voyeuse' 
as she gushes over Calvin Klein ads with 
their prominent displays of "young, half- 
clothed football players... young, gor- 
geous, and well-hung." Perhaps that's 
the point, to illustrate the dehumanizing 
effect of treating people like objects; but 
frankly, | can get a better sample from 
reading Playgirl — one that doesn't oblige 
me to hear about Bordo's personal obses- 
sion with Paul Newman's package, not to 
mention her struggles with weight and her 
feelings about being Jewish. 

Nowhere in Bordo's book do we get to 
hear from any actual penis possessors. 
By contrast, in Susan Faludi's Stiffed: The 
Betrayal of the American Man, men never 
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shut up. In a 
series of five 
awkwardly 
connected 
parts, Faludi 
lends an ear 
to everyone 
and anyone 
she can find 
who's 
equipped with 8 
a penis --Щ 
cadets at the 
Citadel, mem- 
bers of the 
Spur Posse, 
laid-off salarymen, rabid fans of the 
Cleveland Browns, wife-beaters, Promise 
Keepers, Vietnam veterans, Branch 
Davidians, porn stars, on and on ad nau- 
seam. But despite her occasional oracu- 
lar attempts to draw it all together — "The 
fathers have been decommissioned by a 
catastrophic collapse whose origins are 
social, not personal."; "Тһе fathers would 
rather see the sons dead than see into 
the deadness of their own culture." — this 
cacophony of complaint never resolves 
itself into a meaningful story about some- 
thing society did to these men, and should 
now undo. The pithiest observation about 
Faludi's subjects is on a sign trailing be- 
hind a plane buzzing a men's movement 
rally: "Promise Keepers, Losers and 
Weepers." 

Faludi obviously purports we should 
care about these losers and weepers, but 
never tells us why. Are they, in fact, rep- 
resentative of American men? |f so, why 
are there virtually no men of color? No 
men who work in the nonprofit sector, or 
teach, or volunteer? What about suc- 
cessful entrepreneurs? Comeback politi- 
cians? Artists? И seems bizarre to ex- 
clude the thousands of men who have 
meaningful work and then complain that 
society gives men work that is not mean- 
ingful. 

But if these men are representative of 
a widespread anomie in American life, 
why has Faludi framed their story as she 
has? What, exactly, were these men 
promised, and by whom? If someone in- 
vests excessive enthusiasm in the ex- 
ploits of a football team, he might think he 
has some sort of entitlement to the team's 
continued operation in his hometown. If 
someone goes to work for the defense 
industry, he might think he has a claim on 
the U.S. budget. If a man finds his life 
meaningless once his wife stops doing all 
his emotional work, he might think she 
should return home to do it. But what are 
the rest of us to think? 

The appearance of the word "betrayal" 
in the title gives away the game: Faludi 
thinks these men are entitled to some- 


Susan Faludi 
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thing, and she just wants to be sure they 
understand that the people who deprived 
them of it aren't women. It was the de- 
fense industry, and the NFL, and the best 
and brightest in government who sent 
them to Vietnam, and contemporary con- 
sumer capitalism, and... until midway 
through the book, she finally stumbles on 
the real villain: the absent father. “Our 
fathers never taught us how to be теп," 
whine Faludi's Peter Pans, and she nods 
in sympathetic agreement that dey wuz 
robbed. The men think feminism did it, 
but Faludi knows better. What did it are 
bad fathers and dumb work and a world 
where you're nobody if nobody's looking 
at you. 

There's an interesting book hidden 
inside Stiffed: a book about the transfor- 
mation of American culture from doing 
things to being watched while doing 
them, or simply to watching. But Faludi 
hasn't written that book; she's just passed 
along her subjects' view that they've been 
deprived of something, and most likely the 
something is fame. Worse, she describes 
this obsession with celebrity > аз 
‘feminizing.’ In other words, what's wrong 
with white, middle-class American men at 
the dawn of the 21st Century is that 
they're too much like women. That's a fine 
view for a feminist to take. 

Faludis betrayed men have discov- 
ered themselves to be watchers when 
they wanted to be doers. Women who 
made that discovery in the 1970s 
changed their lives. They got jobs, start- 
ing doing things, got on with it. Nothing 
stops men from doing the same thing. 
And if the trouble instead is that these 
men discovered themselves to be watch- 
ers when they wanted to be the watched, 
whose fault is that? It turns out that eve- 
ryone actually isn't famous, even for 15 
minutes; alas, this fact of life hardly con- 
stitutes a betrayal. 

Stiffed could have been "The Mascu- 
line Mystique" — like its female counter- 
part, a review of a ‘problem that has no 
name' as experienced by a wide range of 
people, and a review of the culture that 
produced the problem. But when the 
problem that has no name was that 
women were expected to experience their 
lives as full — while cut off from any 
meaningful participation in economic or 
political life, and with nothing to do but 
other people's emotional and domestic 
work — it was possible to imagine com- 
munal solutions: let women into the work- 
place, develop alternate plans for child- 
care, and so on. If today's problem that 
has no name is that men are expected to 
experience their lives as full when they no 
longer have women to do their emotional 
and domestic work, its not clear what 
communal solutions there might be. It's 
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one thing to argue for change, another to 
argue for changing back. Just as Faludi 
embarrasses herself by weeping over the 
McDonnell Douglas layoffs (since when 
do progressives mourn the decline in de- 
fense spending?) she embarrasses her- 
self anew by mourning over the empti- 
ness men feel when their wives have a 
measure of emotional and financial inde- 
pendence. Though male comfort has tra- 
ditionally depended оп female self- 
sacrifice, there is no evidence that men 
are doomed without it. It takes effort to 
have a full, autonomous emotional life, 
but it can be done. The only thing pre- 
venting these men from doing it is their 
belief-fostered by Faludi, among others- 
that they shouldn't have to because 
someone promised them something else. 
What prevents this book from being 
The Masculine Mystique — from diagnos- 
ing and, perhaps, suggesting treatments 
for a genuine dislocation — is Faludi's 
refusal to credit what her interlocutors are 
saying. In fact, they're right. What's 
wrong with many of them is feminism. 
The common thread between the Bordo 
and Faludi books — and the common 
cause for their failure — is that each 
represents part of a futile effort to demon- 
strate that feminism is really good for 
men. Bordo makes this argument explic- 
itly, claiming that the social construct 
"masculinity" harms men as much as 
"femininity" harms 
women. | can't imagine who the audi- 
ence might be for this argument: men 
aren't listening, and feminists know better. 
No doubt an equitable society will be 
better for men as well as women. In the 
short run, though, feminism is not good 
for men, any more than the Emancipation 
Proclamation was good for slave owners. 
Feminism requires men to give up un- 
earned privileges, including the right to 
have free domestic services and child 
care. И doubles participation in the labor 
market, and, in the zero-sum game which 
is capitalism, lowers wages and increases 
the competition each man must face. 
These are not trivial costs, and we 
shouldn't be surprised when men balk at 
paying them. But it's not the business of 
feminism to pretend that its demands are 
cost-free; Из the business of feminism to 
reiterate that its demands are just. 
Faludi's Backlash was a brilliantly re- 
ported book about male efforts to roll back 
the feminist clock, yet she has the nerve 
to end Stiffed with, "Blaming a cabal of 
men has taken feminism about as far as it 
can до," and by claiming that, in fact, men 
are more victimized than women by capi- 
talism, commercialization and consumer- 
ism. Yes, more than the women who are 
still paid 75 cents for every man's dollar. 
In addition to being offensive, her state- 
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ment is flat false. Men still have greater 
access to the professions, to promotion, 
to high-paying jobs, to ancillary domestic 
and child-rearing services, and pointing 
that out—"blaming” them-is still the best 
weapon women have for securing re- 
dress. 

It is, of course, a problem for the whole 
society if men are unable to adapt to living 
without exploiting women. But its not 
feminism's role to solve it. No one would 
suggest that Henry Louis Gates write a 
book about the difficulties of white people. 
Likewise, feminist scholars have plenty to 
do without special-pleading for men. 

If anything, the appearance of these 
books should set to rest any doubts we 
might have about who's still in charge. 

Respect the cock. 

-Kelly Kleiman 


+ % 


MARS: Uncovering the 
Secrets of the Red Planet 


Paul Raeburn 
(1998) National Geographic Society 


Well, here goes: | just LOVE the planet 
Mars and | don't care who knows it, what 
they think of it, or how they think that the 
money spent finding out what the hell's 
going on on Mars could have better been 
spent feeding starving children in Lower 
Bungholia. 

So there. 

With any luck at all, the screwed up, 
starving children will survive long enough 
to see perhaps their OWN great grand- 
children eking out a hard-scrabble exis- 
tence a hundred million miles away from 
their own worthless asses, whipping an 
entire new WORLD into some semblance 
of hospitability for an entire new branch of 
the human race. Іт guessing that a fully 
functional backup civilization on Mars 
would be a nice thing to have around in 
case this one succeeds in blowing itself 
all the way back to the Paleozoic Era. In 
which case, here's hoping the folks on 
Mars don't get bogged down in endless 
debates over whether the money spent is 
worth it, but just say, "Fuck it," bite the 
bullet, апа 


repopulate 


i TS OF dear old 
ЖАМ 


planet Earth 
at whatever 
cost it takes. 
Wouldn't 
И THAT be a 
twist? But 
never mind 
such rub- 
bish, we've 
got a book to 


review here, now don't we? 

MARS: Uncovering the Secrets of the 
Red Planet is a large format paperback 
on good stock, illustrated like a mother- 
fucker with some of the coolest images 
you'll ever come across, including some 
in 3-D, for which wacky celluloid glasses 
have thoughtfully been placed in a pocket 
inside the back cover. 

Stupendous! Incredible! Mind bog- 
gling! Fuckin’ A — Mars RULES! Or 
maybe this reviewer's 12-pack influenced 
his enthusiasm. 

Sprinkled liberally among the fantastic 
imagery is a text that lays out the history 
of our fascination with the red planet, go- 
ing back to ancient days and, with ever- 
increasing detail, takes us right up 
through the Mars Pathfinder and Global 
Surveyor missions, and with further 
speculations on a future none of us can 
quite see. Since the last two missions 
crashed and burned, this stuff is all we're 
gonna have for a while 'til NASA gets its 
shit back in a space-approved zip-lock 
baggie and starts lofting funny-looking 
machinery toward the Red Planet suc- 
cessfully. 

But lordy god, the friggin PICTURES 
that make this book! Any one would be 
worthy of extended contemplation, like a 
Salvador Dali painting or something else 
ethereal, unknowable, contemplative. 
There’s so much going on in each bit of 
eye candy there's no way in hell your 
brain's gonna accept this shit all at once. 
And so, you sorta just stare ... and imag- 
ine ... and maybe stare some more, pick- 
ing up this or that bit of unnoticed detail in 
an endless cycle of looking and learning. 

Mars is a PLACE, as real as your back 
yard, and three times cooler by far, and | 
don't care if your front yard is the Louvre. 
And, oh yeah, didn't they just recently dis- 
cover evidence of RUNNING WATER on 
the Red Planet? Water, what all life 
craves the most. Life. Hmm hmm hmm, 
whatever will the fundamentalist bastards 
do if they find life on Mars? I’m guessing 
their resultant rhetorical twists and flips 
will be breathtaking indeed. Remember, 
"Demons attacked without warning?” 
Holy bullshit at it’s finest. Can't wait. 

Goddamit, take my tax money. Take it 
NOW! We need to send some folks out 
there with picks and shovels and start 
some serious turning of Martian dirt! 

-James MacLaren 


+++ 


Herschell Gordon Lewis: 


Godfather of Gore 


Randy Palmer 
(2000) McFarland & Company 


The Zombie Movie 
Encyclopedia 


Peter Dendle 
(2000) McFarland & Company 


We love it when former Brutarian con- 
tributors make good in the publishing in- 
dustry. Believe it or don't, many have. 
The latest to stumble his way into the big 
time is Randy Palmer, whose years-in- 
the-making study of H.G. Lewis is finally 
seeing the light of day. The title Godfa- 
ther of Gore will come as no surprise to 
trash flick enthusiasts, nor will Mr. 
Palmers dogged willingness to make 
much ado about nothing, often. Lewis, 
though, is apparently suffering no illusions 
that he was ever making art; thus his self- 
effacing comments and beguiling anec- 
dotes serve as gentle counterpoint to the 
enthusiasms of the well-meaning, albeit 
effusive, Palmer. 


Herschell Gordon Lewis, 


GODFATHER 


THE FILIMS 


Palmer 


Even if The Zombie Movie Encyclope- 
dia was a pure piece of hackwork the 
fright film fan and scholar would need it 
for his or her film library. Oh, chapters 
have been devoted to the subject in gen- 
eral histories of horror, but this is the first 
work devoted solely to the dead-who- 
walk. While the book runs only 224 
pages, it touches on over 200 movies 
from 16 countries, taking the early 30s as 
its point of debarkation. And that's not all, 
folks; Mr. Dendle casts his long and loving 
gaze on television episodes and shorts, 
too. With photos, notes, appendices and 
a bibliography provided for further investi- 
gation, this work has to rank as one of the 
most impressive studies of a trivial subject 
in recent memory. 

-Dom Salemi 
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+++ 
Welding With Children 


Tim Gautreaux 
(1999) Picador 


A Tim Gautreaux short story is a multi- 
coursed meal, an all-you-can-eat bayou 
buffet. His characters are flawed, tragic 
people living la vida loca Louisiana-style. 
Like Lorrie Moore, John Cheever, and 
Flannery O’Connor before him, Gautreaux 
writing about family dynamics colorfully 
illustrates we're all doomed from the start. 
There are few heroes, tubs full of freaks, 
and petty-minded guttersnipes aplenty, 
poised & ready to ridicule before you've 
ordered your first po'boy. Parents are 
bad, children worse, neighbors appalling, 
and the collective society they people is 
delicious. 

We learned about this 1999 story col- 
lection, Welding With Children, by search- 
ing award-winners on Amazon.com. 
(Hey! Brutarian.com wants a referral fee.) 
The more fiction Gautreaux writes, the 
more praise he gets... “аз good a story- 
teller as just about anyone writing short 
fiction in America today" ... "looks like one 
of the best writers to have emerged in the 
'90s." His facile regional dialogue re- 
minds us of William Least Heat Moon's 
Blue Highways, the travel/journal of Amer- 
ica's hidden towns & distinct dialects. 
Immersed in Gautreaux's title story, read- 
ers hear a  petulant  grandchild 
('grenbaby') whine, “1 want a Icee,” with 
such clarity they'll reach out to smack the 
imagined nuisance. Most arresting is 
"Resistance, a devastating story of a 
lonely old man whose new neighbors 
show him all is not well with the modern 
family. Dad's an abusive drunk, Mom's 
ineffectually paralyzed, and their girl, Car- 
mine, is a 10-year-old catatonic -- bullied 
so long with neither remorse nor reprieve 
she's become silent, plodding and re- 
signed. Alvin Boudreaux is a watchful 
neighbor with time on his hands and 
daughters of his own; stealthily drawing a 
bead on Carmine's hopeless void, he be- 
gins to help her build the school science 
project her parents dismiss. Warming to 
his interest, Carmine doesn't exactly blos- 
som, but she does exert the courage to 
try. It's Gautreaux's skill that moves read- 
ers' hearts to ache as this unlikely pair 
spends hours over an electrical current 
board, studying various resistance fac- 
tors, learning from each other and creat- 
ing a firmly welded, blinking triumph. No 
question here, Dad rages in to kick the 
project to bits the night before it's due in 
class. Carmine sits alone on the front 
stoop, evidencing no despair. The final 
story, "Dancing with the One-Armed Gal," 
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has а Тот Rob- 
bins ridiculous- 
ness, but its 
characters — are 
So. human, so 
real, so  fully- 
fleshed that 
readers > accept 
| these curiosities 
unquestioned. 
As Mr. Fordlyson 
tells Bruton on 
the steps of 
Gumwood City 

: Hall, "its до 
everything to do with everything." Weld- 
ing With Children serves no stinkers; each 
of eleven meaty stories is an earthy roux 
of place, character, trauma, resolution 
and the threat of change. We gare-ong- 
tee we're snoutin' out Gautreaux's other 
work. 


М: азор with Clhildren 


ТІМ GAUTREAUN 


-Barbara Dobyns 
+++ 


From Hell 


Alan Moore 
(2000) Eddie Campbell Comics 


If you thought Maus was an epic work, 
wait ‘til you check out Alan Moore’s 500+ 
page graphic novel, From Hell. Purport- 
ing to be the last word on the Jack The 
Ripper mystery, Из a trade paperback 
collection of the comic book serial Moore 
ran through the 1990s. While not every 
Ripperologist will agree with Moore's con- 
clusion, they will find this to be a ripping 
(we couldn't resist) good yarn, chock full 
of thrills, chills and mucho blood spills. 
Making this all work are the curiously half- 
finished drawings by Eddie Campbell, 
whose abbreviated style shifts the novel 
into a portentous, fog-shrouded dream. 
Copious notes accompany From Hell, so 
the scholar in each of us can follow up 
leads and tie up loose ends. Curiouser 
still! author Moore seemingly disavows 
everything in a meandering, poetic appen- 
dancy. Was he, like Colin Wilson before 
him, told by the 
Lords of the 
Realm that to 
insist on a con- 
nection be- 
tween the 
Royal Family 
and the White- 
chapel mur- 
ders would cost 
him his Knight- 
hood? 

-Dom Salemi 


alan moore * 


eddie campbell 


+++ 
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History of Shit 


Dominique Laporte 
(2000) MIT Press 


RE/Search Guide to 
Bodily Fluids 


Paul Spinrad 
(1994) RE/Search Publications 


“All writing is pigshit,” Antonin Artaud de- 
clared in a fiery invective against “the 
masters of fake verbiage.” Playwright, 
poet, author of “The Theatre of Cruelty,” 
Artaud is among the greatest of the 
French artists who were excommunicated 
by Breton. He despised surrealists and 
philosophers alike who mastered lan- 
guage through artifice and domesticated 
art through fakery. He believed that 
beautiful art was a gilded cloth that con- 
cealed a rotting corpse. Artaud, whose 
coprophilia only enlivened his genius, op- 
posed an excremental but radically living 
art to his dead art. In “The Search for Fe- 
cality," he writes, “There where it smells of 
shit, it smells of being.” 

Artuad’s manifestos paved the way for 
at least two recent scatologies: Domi- 
nique Laporte’s History of Shit and Paul 
Spinrad’s RE/Search Guide To Bodily Flu- 
ids. Although neither author provides so 
much as a footnote on Artaud, they vindi- 
cate him by showing what is at stake 
when we deny our fecality. And they 
have a good time doing it. The glee with 
which Laporte and Spinrad approach their 
subject is a welcome asset in the crusade 
against the dreary forces of repression 
and apathy. As the exponents of a new 
anti-bourgeois revolution, they persuade 
us that scat, far from being mere waste, 
should be put to use in the name of the 
greater good: liberate our toilet habits 
and a collective political consciousness 
will follow. 

But, despite Spinrad and Laporte 
shared interests, they work in distinct cul- 
tural milieus and their methods reflect the 
differences between the orgiastic con- 
sumerism of North American society and 
the Parisian intellectual who, for starters, 
is on intimate terms with Marx (Karl, not 
Grouch), Saussure, and Lacan. 

Dominique Laporte, who died at thirty- 
five, was precisely this kind of intellectual. 
He was a psychoanalyst, the coauthor of 
a respected book about linguistic national- 
ism, and he was seriously into the new 
wave of post-structuralism that scandal- 
ized the French academy during the 
1970s. Hence, the History Of Shit is an 
extended pun on the idea that in capital- 
ism some forms of excretion are more 
desirable than others. Now, thanks to the 
editors of the English edition, even the 
book’s design — the velvety black jacket, 
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the word “shit? 
spelled ош іп 
shiny letters, and 
the simple white 
orifices that mark 
each chapter - 
parodies capital- 
ism's drive to 
transform merde 
into gold. 

The Marxist 
posturing as a 
whacked dialecti- 
cian is used to 
great effect by Laporte. Нез rarely so 
banal as to state the obvious, which is 
that shit is civilized society's dirty little 
joke. But lest we do our daily business 
thinking that the multiple techniques used 
to regulate waste and the elaborate ruses 
devised by the State to shame us into 
submission are signs of progress, Laporte 
produces the historical evidence needed 
to convince us otherwise: the Hygiene 
Edict of 1539, the Roman tax on urine, 
documented cases of coprophagia, a brief 
history of the water closet, and illustra- 
tions depicting urinals throughout the 
ages. These arcane facts, argues La- 
porte, leave us no other choice but to con- 
clude that the modern bathroom was built 
as a monument to the glories of Rome. 
We're never so regressive as when ме 
enshrine our waste and there’s nothing 
more reactionary than the idea that 
“cleanliness is next to Godliness.” 

Irreverent though he is, Laporte is also 
surprisingly dogmatic. It wouldn’t hurt to 
question his assumptions. His depiction 
of sanitation-happy imperialists cleaning 
up the native populations is misleading. 
But Laporte isn’t much interested in other 
cultures except as they relate to his view 
of France, which is why he’s willing to ad- 
mit certain distortions. Nor will his mock 
Latinate style please everyone, least of all 
Artaud who would have labeled Laporte a 
traitor to fecality. “I do not like poems ог 
languages of the surface which smell of 
happy leisures and intellectual success... 
the fecality of... [a] snob, who curls the 
obscene within himself like ringlets of hair 
around a curling iron." But, these prob- 
lems aside; Laporte has produced a curi- 
ously beautiful treatise — one that re- 
minds us that the road to heaven is paved 
with shit. 

For the traveler who doesn't know his 
or her way around the world of bodily flu- 
ids, Paul Spinrad is an excellent guide. 
He covers territory that, for many, has 
been the outpost of poets, madmen, and 
therapists. But Spinrad shows that scatol- 
ogy has a long history of political activism 
that dates as far back as Diogenes the 
Cynic. Diogenes, also known as “the 
Dog," thought we'd be better off if we lived 


DOMINIQUE LAPORTE 


in harmony with nature. To prove his 
point, he slept in a tub, ate with his hands, 
and defecated in public. And there were 
others who heeded  nature's call: 
Petronius, Juan Ruiz (the Archpriest of 
Hita), Cervantes, Rabelais, Swift, and 
Joyce, to name only an illustrious few, 
used excreta as a weapon against author- 
ity divine and otherwise. They reveled in 
acts of gluttony, drunkenness, lascivious- 
ness, and defecation to unmask and mag- 
nify everything that makes us loath our 
bodies and ourselves. Nor should we for- 
get Artaud, who, in a fit of mania, once 
ate one hundred and fifty-two communion 
wafers to protest his internment at Rodez. 
Spinrad strikes me as personable and 
sane, which makes him an unlikely sca- 
tologist. Scatology, however, gross and 
funny, is a dark art practiced by individu- 
als who, if not persecuted themselves, 
saw enough filth and misery to make 
them deeply pessimistic. Spinrad, on the 
other hand, has a sunny disposition and, 
though he’s a highly entertaining read, his 
greatest contribution to scatology may 
very well be his optimism. It's damn hard 
to stay upbeat while the globe is being 
turned into a giant pisspot. Spinrad man- 
ages to communicate the urgency of our 
situation without lapsing into despair or 
tiresome sermonizing. He describes his 
book as a self-help manual for a society 
that represses basic bodily functions at 
the expense of the environment. If we 
shit on everyone and everything, it’s be- 
cause we aren't comfortable in our own 
skins. To help rid us of our inhibitions, the 
Guide To Bodily Fluids offers compelling 
discussions of feces, flatus, vomit, urine, 
and mucus. Spinrad has also compiled a 
stimulating bibliography with titles such as 
Urinary Calculus, the Nutritional Implica- 
tions of Coprophagia, and Miss Manners’ 
Guide to Excruciatingly Correct Behavior. 
Some time ago, Jean Baudrillard 
wrote: “man, with his humors, his pas- 
sions, his laugh, his genitalia, his secre- 
tions, is nothing more than a filthy little 
germ... Once everything will have been 
cleansed... then only the virus of sadness 
will remain." As a Marxist, Baudrillard 
can't afford the luxury of a few illusions. 
He's an uncompromising pessimist who 
believes that worse things are yet to come 
in "this universe of deadly cleanliness and 
sophistication." Thankfully, the same can- 
not be said of Spinrad. | don't agree with 
him that anal repression is the root of all 
our discontents, but | do think he's done 
something extraordinary: he's shown us 
that scatology may give us a reason to 
hope after all. 
-Kathryn Kopple Romine 


+++ 


Sergio Leone: Something 
To Do With Death 
Christopher 
Frayling 

2000) Faber & Fa- 
er 


He gave us Clint 
. Eastwood, Ennio 
Morricone, the spa- 
ghetti western, and 
"three тойоп pic- 
ures — The Good, 
The Bad & The 
Ugly, Once Upon A 
Time In The West, 
Once Upon A Time 
In America — as good as anything manu- 
factured in this country. It wasn't until 
America, his last film, that he began to 
play it straight. But how could he? Sergio 
Leone had a remarkable eye, a capacious 
memory and a healthy European intellec- 
tual's contempt for the jingoistic tropes 
championed by Hollywood. With time, 
critics took notice of the curious para- 
doxes in his work: master of wide-screen 
composition who nevertheless made 
great use of extreme close-ups; lover of 
violence who could not help undercutting 
it with ironic twists; elaborate stager of 
battles aimed to show the futility and hor- 
ror of war; audacious choreographer of 
gunfights meant to elicit laughter at the 
notion that there could be some- 
thing as absurd as a hero. Leone. 
A visionary with a comic, self- 
deprecating sensibility. A modern- 
ist making popular entertainments. 
Maybe not, as the Italians are wont 
to say. Now you can find just how 
off the mark we are with Sergio 
Leone: Something To Do With 
Death, by Christopher Frayling, a 
biography replete with exhaustive 
examination and exegesis on the 
production and reception of all 
Leone's films. Readers might find 
more than they needs to know 
concerning post-war Italian cin- 
ema, which, aside from Fellini and 
Antonioni is rather a bore, but they 
can skip over this material without 
too much difficulty. 

-Dom Salemi 


+++ 


Driving Mr. Albert 


Michael Paterniti 
(2000) The Dial Press 


Ever wondered about Einstein’s 
brain? Me neither; still, for a lot of 
techno geeks, it's something akin 
to the Holy Grail. 
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what Michael Pater- 
niti, former execu- 
tive editor of Outside 
magazine and au- 
thor of Driving Mr. 
Albert, tels us. g. 
What's more, Pater- di 
niti discovered said 
cranius  perfecticus 
to be in the posses- 8 
sion of one Thomas | 
Harvey, an 84-year- 
old pathologist who 
performed the autopsy on Einstein in 
1955. Yup, Harvey cut up Albert, re- 
moved the brain, and took it home. Some- 
how our author convinces Harvey (or Har- 
vey convinces Paterniti, it’s all very con- 
fusing) they should drive from Harvey's 
home in New Jersey to California, where 
Einstein’s dying granddaughter lives. 
Thus begins a rather intriguing journey in 
which we meet a number of interesting 
characters (William Burroughs among 
them), learn fascinating things about Ein- 
stein and Einsteinian theory, and watch 
Paterniti grow as a writer and an individ- 
ual. It's a nice read, although Paterniti's 
cumbersome metaphysical musings and 
his occasional whining about his absent 
wife can grow tiresome. 


DRIVING 
Мг Albert. 


А TRIS ACROSS AMERICA 
WIM EINSTEIN S 


BRAIN 


-Dom Salemi 


At least thats} [THE ICN OF TIME THE EARTH 
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The High Energy Mass Storage Solution 
by Fernand Roqueplan 


1 am an abomination to my god; 
| satisfied myself fingering daydream arpeggios, 
wishing only to glean any miscellany's purpose: 
| have no purpose, no means--only an end, ugly 
violent Jesus-redolent (sister & mother ready with drapes 
for the tom-down corpse) with buckets of blood. 


My wife Mary (no connection to the above, or 
perhaps | do attract biblical visages & outcomes, 
live on Israel Road in Olympia, Washington, & 
intensely love my brothers Mark, Simon, and Paul) 
sits reading a hardcover the NYT's proclaimed "year's juiciest 
novel": mandarin. orange sunday piece of shit gorgeously titled 
as so much in our mindless society; the high energy 
mass storage solution: Mary sings "roses, roses, roses--plant 
the roses, roses" until | stop her, gently, then remove 
my hand from her lips, re-tuck the blanket around 
her log-pile shoulders, whisper: 
the roses are dead, darling, frozen 
last night, all that appends, ends 


The river spills maggoty cows & other disgusting 
flood-flotsam from its banks onto our pier, see, Mary, 
nature proves itself a garbage-scow making our days 
in this stinking estuary stems & petals; decay's salad. 
My turn to position the reading chair. Washington Post, 
Field & Str-eam, Penthouse: Chuck Cooper was the first drafted 
African-American NBA player (Celtics, 1950); space-bracket satellites 
fell--many billion's fireball reentry; embassies bombed, yuan 
& yen plummeted also; the king salmon are endangered, listed 
with an almost-extinct backyard songbird called cedar waxwing-- 
both precarious from pollution, cullage, and sin; two women fuck 
with such explicit penetration--tribadism, cunnilingus, fisting-- 
| hand Guccione's jerk-fest to Mary, who, unabashed, agrees 
the photos are exciting, but wonders, /egal in a subscription mag? 


| love parades of smoke-slinging firecracker dragons, 
monsters breaking shoulders with longitude & latitude, 
budging racist sea-maps of the orient. "gods" assisted youth 
in classic tales, | envied them until | lived long enough to realize 
only true fools admire history: it makes one worthless before one's 
actually run out of worth and, in the case of poets, makes them scramble 
overboard, like Crane, or plunge the cordless, bungee, as did Berryman: 
beard flapping, ice-shocked caught short. 


5- me 
* 


THE BRUT VERSICIANS: A Simple Rhyme and a Limerick 
by David M. Fitzpatrick 


Fernand Roqueplan is red 
Stuart J. Silverman is blue 
Virgil Suarez is sweet A guy named Fernand Roqueplan 


Ryan G. Van Cleave is, too And one named Stuart J. Silverman 
With Virgil Suarez, a guy 
And Ryan G. Van Cleave, oh my 
This limerick has no plan. 


T-THAT'S ALL F-FOLKS! 
by Stuart J. Silverman 


The Ark-In-The-Park 
Does not have a Snark 
And, therefore, no Boojum to see, 
Though if the park's Ark 
Did harbor a Snark, 
A Boojum, no doubt, it would be. 


The Petting Zoo's where 
There's а dandy Au Раіг— 
She'll pet at the drop of a hat— 
But to her despair 
These days few men care 
To ask her to tea--and all that. 


The baby giraffe 
Drinks from his carafe 
While the elephant smokes a cigar. 
It'S considered a gaffe 
To giggle or laugh; 
Just to smile may be going too far. 


In the shadowy night, 
When bandicoots bite, 
When polliwogs swim for their lives... 
| thrill to the sight 
Of fruitbats in flight 
And pen verses to other men's wives. 


A CHICAGO IDYLL 
by Stuart J. Silverman 


Deliberately, she picked a thread of lint 

Away from the rough fabric of the couch, 

Leaned back, snagged an ashtray. out of her slouch, 
Encouraged by worn springs, a merest hint 
Surfaced, a patch of snatch furzed like fresh mint. 
Ursa-most-minor looked up from his pouch 
Shackled and testy, tucked into his crouch, 

And laid siege to the zipped gate without stint. 
Noticing, she lifted her nightgown's edge, 
Bringing her legs up and apart to frame, 
Rose-lipped and nacreous, a bud of pear! 

Over a dappled musk-rose damp as sedge. 

With his bemused tongue, he savored her name 
Nearing the center shrouded by a curl. 


Two Stupid, Fun, Formatically-Bidden Sonnets 
by Fernand Roqueplan 


Masterpiece 


It's maddening to capture only once 

An opus--or image, a state of mind 

Cradled & cajoled jealously—then face 

Its repeated silhouettes in decline. 

Art circles the moon, but genius the sun: 

Our world shrinks, tiers its masterpieces 

Foil-wrapped with prizes for consolation 

Where peace-chiefs translate half-baked truces 

And deny lies, continue consensus 

For consensus’ sake. Blue-eyed critics 

Rule a red-eyed world of soothsayers, fools 

And seers, deepen trenches as missiles 
Whistle—/uck the applauded respite, 
Blind passion the windfall's soft scarlet. 


Sanity/or: the mass-storage high-energy solution 


We poets kid ourselves--Nemerov loved form 

& man misses valentine, wakes up angry: 
sounds like a bad Confucian internet 

compilation: man buys roses, man drunk 

gets no woman. Drunk stands up date is worse— 
logging into alt.tasteless is no good— 

you're a non-geek technocrat who blew it. 

Your Gateway hums a vulgar hymn of love: 


sings a fourteen-page email you "Control 

X Forget": you can't send apologies 

to lovers whose roses you passed around. 
Flex silicone now, Mr1Ms Krypton, flawed— 
All your posturing is faux Chippendale— 
human pectoral under your arm, Gawd. 


Orus, the Fallen Angel: After Dali's Atavistic Vestiges After the Rain 


by Ryan G. Van Cleave 


Even God has a hole through his heart, an impurity like the interworked spirals 
that are the flesh of sky, the interlacing of bright worn smooth by years of overuse. 


With his son by the hand, the man points at the dark brook before them, the water 
deep and fast-moving with the faces of their dead like memory-photographs 


that cannot be destroyed; symphonic the horizon, how the light shines even when 
we are gone, its elaborate copper craftsmanship appealing and dangerous, 


like an unknown religion full of Celtic rituals and engirlded with blood sacrifices. 
The city ghosting from sight like the sleep's feisty door is darker now than before, 


the fading light dancing slow like the floor of a funhouse that suddenly gives way. 
Skin of animals, the vowels of reddish brick dust--surely there is only enough time 


for one last messiah. Ice, fire, whimper and bang, in the trumpeting sky of fire, 
the tide gushes back in a glassy wash of fish, and the cosmos comes together, 


its final headline: tender, frightening, the blossom of life bristles foolish, still red. 


Pink Light Snuck in a Room by Virgil Suarez 
after Hopper's "Morning in a City" 


the red-haired woman holds the white towel in front of her naked 
body, the light hurts her eyes, and she thinks of all the drinks 
she should have refused, the sun comes up behind the buildings 


across the street, salmon hues and violet sky chased what remains 
of night; she hears the faint sounds of the city below, cars, people, 
for one brief moment she remembers the man who lit her cigarette, 


leaned into her close enough for her to smell the soap on his skin, 
the way some stubble showed on his face even though he had shaved, 
and he asked if she was alone, and she said no because this was a new 


city to her, but she was alone, and now she feels the sun light caress 
her breasts behind the tower, her nipples crimson in the light, perked, 
her hair over her left ear, bobbed on her white shoulders, mesmerized 


she stands and looks out beyond the window at the light grow sharp, 
a skyline of possibility, and if she opened the window the cold air 
will make her shiver, liven her skin, awake her finally to this day, 


she stands still, breathes, right between the light and the shadow behind 
her in this strange room, small bed, the bathroom faucet dripping. 
Then the toilet in the room flushes and she knows she's not alone. 


Music Showering Him With Sparks 
by Fernand Roqueplan 


Of all the fishes in the sea 
her name was barnstormed 
fluffy-white from the piled 
clouds farmed in his hands: 
nothing else mattered, 

the highway below 

his window music 

showering him with sparks 
when he hung another photo 


of her until 


he was brought to court 

to defend himself — 

thinking hard he remembered 

nothing bad, defense didn't 

matter and he loved the gasolinish 

inky pamphlets Son Of Man Descends 
his fiancée sent to death row. 
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FOREVER, 


Daddy 


Fiction by 


DAVID M. FITZPATRICK 


Illustrations by 
JUSTUS MAGEE 


If anyone could have gone back ten years and 
asked Jack Meader three specific questions, he 
would have answered that no, he didn’t believe 

in anything supernatural; yes, he’d be able to 

get over even the powerful trauma of losing a 
child, even in a brutal fashion; and no, he could 

care less about attending the birth of his own 

child. He began unlearning those ideas when 
his daughter came along. 


Jack fell unconditionally, irrevocably 
in love with Kimberly Dawn the first 
moment he laid eyes on her. Nine 
months of planning had failed to bore 
through his male ego. He thought he 
was ready, but when he held the 
baby’s head gently in his hands, sup- 
porting the neck as she endured the 
hellish exodus from the confines of her 
mother’s womb, Jack underwent an 
instant metamorphosis of sorts. 

Judy had timidly declared her preg- 
nancy to him on Valentine’s Day with a 
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happy pink and white card, her hand- 
written note inside dropping the bomb. 
Jack had been dumbfounded. They 
were well-enough off, of course, with 
his job of twelve years tending the ex- 
pansive Faith Hill Cemetery paying a 
respectable salary and Judy doing her 
private computer consultation business 
from home. They lived in а low- 
mortgage house on land bordering the 
cemetery and had long ago filled it with 
little feet. Patrick, just turned nine that 
past cold January, and Eddie, going on 
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six. 

It had been so long since a baby 
had graced their home that Jack was- 
n't sure if he could remember what it 
was like. Judy, worried sick watching 
his blank stare at the card, had burst 
into sobs before he could compose 
himself and go to her. He was pleased 
she was pregnant, he had told her. 
They could deal with it, he had said. 
Within minutes, he had calmed her 
and she was bouncing and happy 
again. 


In truth, while Jack wasn’t upset 
about the situation, he really wasn't 
excited about it, either. The baby was 
coming, and he would work with that; 
but in contrast to Judy’s solid nine 
months of preparation — shopping for 
clothes and accessories, knitting 
things, redecorating her study to be 
part nursery — Jack was pretty laid 
back about it. It was, after all, just an- 
other baby. Нед love the child and 
rear her well, but like he used to tell 
everyone through his first two kids, 
they just didn’t even become interest- 
ing people until at least age six. 

“All they do is piss and shit and cry 
and eat and puke all day,” he told Al 
Danbury, his assistant groundsman at 
Faith Hill. "They're ugly to begin with, 
squashed little faces and bad hairdos, 
can't even dress themselves or carry 


on a decent conversation. 
old, Al — not til then.” 

The ultrasounds told them she was, 
indeed, going to be a girl, although 
Jack never accompanied Judy to the 
OB. He could never see anything in 
those ultrasound pictures anyway, he 
had argued with her over all three 
pregnancies. Her sister Beth coached 
her in the birthing classes, all the silly 
breathing things. Just another routine 
procreation as far as he was соп- 
cerned. 


Six years 


Judy was seven months into her 
pregnancy — her five-foot-two frame 
looked like a beachball with legs — 
when Jack was wisecracking over the 
whole thing with Al while preparing to 
mow the entire southwest corner of the 
cemetery. Al, accustomed to Jack’s 
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disinterest, mentioned something that 
altered Jack on the spot. 

"| delivered my two children," Al 
said. 

“Yeah, | was there for Patrick and 
Eddie,” Jack replied, tightening the 
clamps holding the monstrous catcher 
bag to the gargantuan mower. “Held 
Judy’s hand, told her everything was 
gonna be all right, and listened to her 
cussin’ and swearin’ at me like a sailor 
while she popped ‘em out.” 

“No, | mean | actually delivered 
them both. Annie Lynne and Billy, 
both of them. Out they came and | 
caught ‘em.” 

Jack маз а bit stunned. 
tor?” 

“Well, a-course. But | was there, 
playing catcher behind the plate. 
Caught their heads and helped ‘em 


“No doc- 
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out. 

Jack leaned against the big mower, 
pulling off his Boise Cascade baseball 
cap and scratching his head thought- 
fully as he watched Al working on the 
other side of the mower bag. "Don't 
mean to be disrespectful, Al," he said, 
"but why in God's green garden would 
you wanna do that?" 7 

"Well, I'll tell ya," Al said, "I figured | 
got between her legs and filled her full 
of those kids in the top of the first, 
there's no right reason at all | shouldn't 
be standing back between them in the 
bottom of the ninth. With her crying 
and screaming on that table, in pain 
and an absolute mess down there, 
seemed the least | could do." 

Jack stood silently, pondering his 
friend's words. Al said, "I'll tell you, 
Jack, there's nothing like it. You try it 
with this little girl of yours. You see 
that little head poking out and 
squashed up like a Nerf football, and 
you take charge of her tiny little life. 
You're her only God then, the only sal- 
vation from the hell she's escaping, 
bringing her into this world. You stand 
down there, you do what | say, and 
you'll never look at any of your kids the 
same way again." 


Judy nearly fell over when Jack told 
her of his plans. He was all smiles and 
she barely believed him. She surely 
hoped for him to have been reborn, 
ready to go to the classes and doctor 
appointments, but he made it clear that 
wasn't happening. She was happy 
enough knowing he wanted to take the 
responsibility he was taking. 


It was a rainy September morning 
when Judy went into labor with a 
vengeance. From nothing at all to die- 
hard contractions that lasted minutes 
at a pop, her water broke and she was 
screaming. Jack rushed her to Fast- 
ern Maine Medical Center, just a hand- 
ful of miles down the road in Bangor, 
and made it just in time. Her feet were 
barely in the stirrups and the doctor 
was checking up inside her and an- 
nouncing she was at the infamous ten 
centimeter dilation point; the baby was 
coming any second. He was familiar 
with Jack and Judy's birth plan and 
had Jack move to his position. 

The doc talked all the way through, 
but it was so much background noise 
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to Jack. He saw the thin covering of 
light, downy hair as the baby's wet 
head appeared, Beth somewhere up at 
the other end of the mother telling the 
woman to PUSH, and the sense of 
awe that filled him was one he thought 
could never be surpassed — except 
that it was surpassed by the next mo- 
ment, and then the next, and so on, all 
throughout the birthing. 

It happened fast, but Jack could re- 
member it all in slow-motion: the head 
popping out, shoulders following, and 
a good, final PUSH from Judy left the 
baby completely in Jack's hands, so to 
speak. He heard the first helpless gur- 
gling cry escape her newborn lips and 
his entire world exploded around him. 
Months of jokes with Al about catcher's 
mitts and fastballs and called strikes 
hadn't begun to prepare him for the 
moment. There were simply no words 
for the torrent of feelings he was ex- 
periencing. All he knew was that he 
didn't want to let the nurse take the 
baby from him to clean her up, and 
that he could never feel better about 
anything else in his life ever again. 


He was wrong. Every day he felt 
the same feelings. Every day he felt 
like he was bringing her into the world. 
He couldn't say that he loved Kimberly 
Dawn more than Patrick or Eddie, but 
he felt a powerful relationship with her 
that he had not known with his sons. 
He fed her, bathed her, changed her, 
every day — something he had never 
taken a particular interest in with the 
first two. He was there to coax her into 
crawling and there for her first steps — 
indeed, she wouldn't walk for anyone 
else for the longest time. "It's the 
strangest thing," Judy would tell Beth 
or her mother, "but Kimmy will not walk 
for anyone but Jack. She'll crawl, you 
know how she does, sort of hiking her 
butt along the floor, and cry when | try 
to get her to stand. But you get Jack 
on the other side of the room and that 
girl will get to her feet and stagger 
around like a drunk flamingo, doing 
anything to get to him. She tries to 
please him, you know. All smiles, 
shining eyes — а Daddy's girl, no 
doubt about it." 

Kimmy would cry for Daddy when 
her brothers were bothering her or 
when she was angry about bedtime or 
when she was hurt. She knew by the 


Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 


time she could sit up what time Daddy 
was home from work at night, and if he 
were late she would become troubled 
and whining. She would screech with 
happiness when he would come home 
for lunch on rainy days and cry for half 
an hour when he would leave. 


At two she burned her hand when 
she fell against the range; Judy was 
cooking a turkey dinner in the oven 
and the metal was mighty hot. Jack 
was in Bangor picking up building sup- 
plies as Judy rushed Kimmy to the 
hospital. She screamed and wailed 
and cried for her Daddy, all the way 
there, all the while the ER nurses 
cleaned up the burn, all the while the 
doctor examined her. 

Judy paged Jack on his alphanu- 
meric pager and he flew like the wind 
to EMMC, leaving his purchases, his 
credit card, and even his wallet right 
there at the checkout. The moment he 
burst into the examination room, 
Kimmy's tears stopped, her crying 
ceased, and she wrapped her little 
arms about her Daddy's neck and 
sobbed quietly, saying “Daddy” over 
and over. The burn was still there, and 
the nurse still had to remove the dead 
skin and bandage it with plenty of 
stinging ointment, but she never 
winced while Daddy held her. All the 
while, he spoke softly to her, telling her 
he would hold her forever and ever. 
She knew her daddy would never lie; 
what he said was as true as the sky 
was blue. 


At three and a half, she had her first 
nightmare. She woke, screaming, and 
Jack came off his pillow and flew like a 
streaking cruise missile homing in on 
its target. He exploded into her bed- 
room amidst wails and tears and 
screaming and scooped her up like 
Superman rescuing a kitten from the 
midst of a typhoon. She muckled onto 
him and he rocked her for five solid 
minutes, feeling her wracking sobs 
subside little by little as her tiny body 
trembled against him. When she was 
finally able to speak, she did so in a 
shaking voice, looking up with wet blue 
eyes that gleamed in the moonlight. 
She talked in kid sentences, but he got 
the gist of it: she was running away 
from a monster with two mouths and 
lots of teeth. No matter where she ran, 


the ground was sticky and she couldn't 
run very fast. The monster was slaver- 
ing and growling and drooling slime, 
just about to snap her up in its dual 
maws, when she woke. 

“Daddy,” she said amidst sniffles 
and residual tears, "| couldn't find you 
when the monster was chasing me." 

"It was just a bad dream, Punkin," 
he told her with a bright smile. 

"But | needed you,” she said plead- 
ingly. 

His heart almost fell but apparently 
found one rib to hang on to. "Well, you 
just didnt dream Daddy into your 
dream this time," he said. “All you 
have to do is dream me right in there. 
Cuz as long as l'm in your dreams, or 
here in the real world, Punkin — 
Daddy will always be there for you." 

She sniffled a bit of runny nose that 
was going on. "Do you promise for- 
ever?" 

"Of course | do!” he said, cupping 
her tiny, fragile head between his 
heads and ruffling her hair and ears. 
"Daddy will always be there for you." 


From age three on, she absolutely 
could not go to sleep without Daddy 
reading her a bedtime story — or tell- 
ing her one he spun of whole cloth on 
the spot, or even just sitting with her at 
bedtime and telling her he loved her. 
Such was the nature of the love be- 
tween a father and a daughter, Pastor 
Bentley from the church had told them, 
when God's hands brought them to- 
gether. Jack didn't know anything 
about that. He just knew he loved her 
to pieces, and no job, no responsibility, 
no person on all the Earth would keep 
him from his darling baby daughter. 

Kimberly grew more beautiful as the 
years passed. Her bright blond hair 
danced in pretty pigtails through kin- 
dergarten. First grade saw the hair 
beginning to darken a bit; her eyes, in 
contrast, sparkled brighter. The pig- 
tails were lost to a naturally fluffy, dirty- 
blond cascade by the end of the 
school year, she in the midst of being 
seven years old. She was just three 
and a half feet tall and, as Al always 
told her, “prettier than a pink bow on 
an Easter dress.” 


It was earlier that school year, just 
before that seventh birthday, that she 
had taken notice of a popular murder 


all over the media. Although she didn't 
resemble Jon-Benet Ramsey, many 
people commented that Kimmy's 
beauty and innocence reminded them 
of the young Colorado girl who had 
been murdered in 1996. Kimmy had 
caught a news report shortly after that 
event and had immediately become 
glued to the television. She was six 
then, about the age Jon-Benet had 
been, and her attentiveness to the hor- 
rible murder investigation concerned 
Jack and Judy a bit. They would catch 
her watching the TV and hurriedly 
change the channel, but always she 
had been engrossed in the story too 
far at that point. 

Questions inevitably arose. Jack 
was munching popcorn with her one 
October night in front of the television 
when a news break mentioned a new 
development in the Ramsey case. 
Kimberly calmly said amidst a mouthful 
of popcorn, "They think her parents 
killed her." 

"Well, thinking doesn't make it so, 
Punkin,” he told her. 

"You know what Jon-Benet's prob- 
lem was?" the little girl asked know- 
ingly. 

"Well, her problem was that she 
was killed," Jack said gently, not even 
quite sure how to proceed in the con- 
versation. 

“Nope,” Kimberly said, stuffing in 
more popcorn. "Her Daddy didn't love 
her enough. He never promised to al- 
ways be there when she needed him. 
If he did," she said in lower tones, 
through a mouthful, "he would have 
stopped the person who killed her." 

Jack was stunned to silence as the 
little girl leaned her little head against 
his chest and under his arm, snuggling 
up close to her thunderbolt-wielding 
Zeus, content in the truth of her obser- 
vation and knowing fully well that the 
crook under her Daddy’s arm was the 
safest place in the entire universe. 


Kimberly Dawn was murdered eight 
months later. 

The State Police Crime Lab went 
over the case for months in order to 
reconstruct the ordeal through which 
the little girl had suffered. Most of the 
details came from the surviving mem- 
ber of the assault — Eddie, Kimberly’s 
older brother, thirteen at the time. He 
had left school and hung out with his 
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buddies for an hour before meeting up 
with Kimberly, who was escaping the 
first grade into the early June sun- 
shine. They often walked home to- 
gether instead of taking the bus, since 
shortcutting across a back field found 
off-road dirtbike trails. From there, it 
was less than ten minutes to the back 
side of the cemetery of which Jack 
Meader served as caretaker. 

It was when they emerged from the 
woods trail on the far side of the vast 
graveyard, Eddie told the investigators, 
that they ran into the dirty, scraggly- 
faced white guy and the Hispanic with 
his left eye swollen shut. It wasn’t un- 
common for Jack to come home with 
stories of transients smoking dope in 
the back of the cemetery, and not un- 
usual for summer help to be popping in 
about that time of year anyway, so 
Eddie hadn't thought much of the two. 
All the same, Eddie said that he felt a 
bit uneasy. 

“Where you kids goin’?” the white 
guy asked. 

“Home,” Eddie had said, grabbing 
for his sisters hand and banking 
around the two. “My dad runs the 
cemetery." 

The Hispanic guy moved in front of 
them and Eddie stopped short, pulling 
his sister to him. “Move it, jerkoff,” 
Eddie said coolly in a way only invinci- 
ble thirteen year-old boys can. 

Eddie got a lot of crap later by less- 
understanding sorts who thought they 
may have walked away unscathed had 
he not said that; the State Police 
seemed convinced what then һар- 
pened would have anyway. The His- 
panic backhanded Eddie with such 
force that Eddie landed several feet 
away, the force of his head on the flat 
grave marker enough to shatter his 
skull on impact. Temporary paralysis, 
the result of the incredible trauma, hit 
him immediately. All he could do, con- 
scious as a coffee-drinker on caffeine 
overdrive, was lie there and watch 
through blood-soaked eyes. 

The white guy had his hands on 
Kimberly before Eddie had finished 
landing. She screamed then, loud and 
shrill as little girls do, but the nearby 
sound of a riding mower over the hill 
drowned out any hope of anyone hear- 
ing her. The white guy picked her up 
as she wailed, flipped her high over his 
head and mercilessly body slammed 
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her to Ше grass. Her scream, only 
briefly interrupted by the impact as the 
first rack of ribs broke, rekindled after a 
moment, although weakly. 

He picked her up again, slammed 
her back to the ground. Again she 
wailed, ever so weakly then. The third 
attempt saw him getting smarter as he 
hurled her headfirst into one of those 
flat grave markers. 

Eddie, unable to move, tried to gur- 
gle at that point, but the Hispanic 
kicked him so hard his stomach rup- 
tured and one kidney was rendered 
forever useless. Only eight solid hours 
of emergency surgery would patch the 
stomach, remove the destroyed kid- 
ney, and repair the vicious damage to 
the boy’s skull. 

Kimberly was done screaming then, 
only crying and whimpering well under 
the roar of the mower nearby. She 
was unable to move, mostly from 
nearly every rib being shattered, her 
collarbone in a dozen pieces, and her 
hips smashed, but also from the run- 
away hemorrhaging going on all over 
her insides. 

That done, the two men had their 
way with the little girl. Eddie, unable to 
move, had no choice to watch it all 
happening only six feet away. They 
each went two for two; she tried 
meekly to fight, but they were but the 
movements of a mechanical doll with a 
drained battery. When it was over, 
she was no longer moving. If she had 
lived, she would never have been able 
to bear children. Far too much dam- 
age had occurred to her insides. 

Eddie was trapped in the dimmest 
tunnel vision when it was all over, 
barely able to see them checking her 
for a pulse. They had apparently as- 
sumed Eddie was already dead and, 
as if suddenly realizing the depth of 
their situation, hurriedly tucked in their 
bloodied sex organs and, high-fiving 
each other in celebrating their mastery 
of “the little bitch,” got the hell out of 
Dodge. 

Two minutes later, the big mower 
topped the rise and Jack Meader saw 
the bloodied, beaten forms of his chil- 
dren lying on graves. 


The explosion that came next was 
that of atomic proportions. The state 
was in an uproar. National news 
picked up the story. A manhunt was 


46 


immediately launched and every law 
enforcement officer in New England 
was on the alert. Eddie was able to 
speak the next day and gave descrip- 
tions — he even remembered that the 
men had referred to each other by 
name — “Smitch” was the white guy 
and “Dace” the Hispanic. He also 
picked out some words in Spanish 
spoken by Dace that made sense to 
him, having been studying elementary 
Spanish in his seventh grade class: 
“cerezas moradas,” which he clearly 
identified and was sure it meant 
“blueberries.” 

The manhunt took on some direc- 
tion then. Nearly all of the world’s 
blueberries are harvested from Maine, 
and the migrant workers knew it. Blue- 
berry season in the state showed 
countless transients flocking in to 
make money raking them, and appar- 
ently Smitch and Dace were two of 
them. Hordes of State and County po- 
lice swarmed like angry bees to the 
blueberry fields of Maine — primarily 
the Downeast area towards the east- 
ern border near Canada. Before the 
end of the day, tentative identities had 
been established: Jesse Mitchell, na- 
tive to Worcester, Massachusetts; and 
Jorge Desiervo, from New York City. 
The two had been raking on Jim 
Barker’s land until three days before 
Kimberly and Eddie had been at- 
tacked. Barker had fired them for 
sexually threatening several female 
rakers. 

The people of Maine wanted blood. 
The duo's pictures had been steadily 
shown on television and in the news- 
papers. А quick piss stop at a rest 
area in Kennebunkport while on Inter- 
state 95 in a stolen Toyota Corolla was 
their undoing. 

An off-duty South Portland homicide 
detective who wandered in to the rest- 
room recognized the two as they stood 
on either side of him at the urinals. 
The cop calmly finished his leak, 
zipped up, stepped back from the 
pisser, drew his nine millimeter, and 
hollered them to the floor — exposed 
penises, still covered in dried blood, 
notwithstanding. 

Justice went quickly. A truckload of 
expert witnesses jumped in to confirm 
the DNA evidence. Eddie Meader, of 
course, was the most damning testi- 
mony of them all, the eyewitness to the 
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events. 

Jack was barely been able to attend 
the court proceedings. His composure 
was well in check until Eddie jumped 
up on the witness stand, face a spider- 
web of lifetime scars, and began hol- 
lering at the defendants, "Why did you 
do it? Why did you do that to my sis- 
ter?" 

The judge let him go for a minute, 
let him yell and cry and swear. Francis 
Morton had been a judge for thirty-two 
years, a lawyer twenty before that, and 
he had seen cases innumerable and 
had defended the American legal sys- 
tem and 'innocent until proven guilty' 
as any good judge should. But the 
case had already been decided; he 
knew it as well as anyone. The perps 
would be found guilty and spend the 
rest of their lives looking at concrete. 
With any luck, a few other residents of 
Tommy-Town would give them a taste 
of their own medicine, beat them and 
rape them senseless. If the Fates 
were in particularly good form that day, 
maybe worse. 

So Morton let the boy say his piece, 
all the while watching the members of 
the jury, their faces flushing deeper as 
the moments passed, Eddie crying and 
demanding answers from the smug 
accused who, to this point, had stead- 
fastly maintained their innocence. Fi- 
nally, he rapped the gavel, called for 
order, let everyone know this was a 
courtroom and not a circus, et cetera, 
those things television courtroom dra- 
mas showed that judges were sup- 
posed to do. 

Things would have moved on qui- 
etly then, as Eddie reseated wiped his 
tears away, when Jesse Mitchell sud- 
denly answered the boy’s wailed ques- 
tion from the defense table, his voice 
shattering the frozen silence like a 
Coast Guard icebreaker tearing up the 
Penobscot River: “Cuz she wuz young 
an’ sweet an’ the tightest fuckin’ virgin 
| ever stuck my cock in, ya little bas- 
tid.” 

In the wink of an eye, Jack Meader 
lost his mind. 

He screamed, leaping from his seat, 
and vaulting over the partition. Bailiffs 
scrambled in but not before Jack 
wrapped his fingers around Jesse’s 
throat and drew blood. The whole 
thing lasted maybe a half-minute be- 
fore Jack was pulled off the perp and 


dragged, kicking and screaming, from 
the courtroom. 

Judge Morton hadn't moved а mus- 
cle during the entire event, a point not 
even mentioned by the media but cer- 
tainly noticed by all. When Jack was 
gone, the judge asked Mitchell if he 
wanted to change his plea to guilty. 
Mitchell refused with a smile, saying 
he hadn't killed anyone and just 
wanted to piss everyone off. The 
judge informed him he had succeeded. 
The trial ended that day and the jury 
deliberated for five whole minutes be- 
fore convicting both monsters on every 
single charge with which they had 


been hit. 

Citizens screamed for Maine to 
adopt the death penalty. Public outcry 
rippled throughout New England and 
the rest of the country watched at the 
atrocity came to a justified close, but 
the long and short of it was that in all 
the horror of the entire ordeal, when it 
was over it was over. The monsters 
headed to Thomaston State Prison 
and the Meaders went home to con- 
tinue their lives raising Patrick and a 
traumatized Eddie, and to do so with- 
out a bubbly little girl who was prettier 
than a pink bow on an Easter dress. 

All through it, Jack and Judy suf- 
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fered a grief that only they could un- 
derstand — that only such parents 
could understand. Counseling began 
with no plan for it to end in the far fu- 
ture. Eddie barely went a night when 
he didn't awaken screaming and crying 
like some three and half year old child 
who had just dreamed the first night- 
mare about slavering, two-mouthed 
monsters. 

Judy was better able to deal with 
the loss and move on with some rela- 
tive normalcy. Jack, on the other 
hand, faired not nearly so well as his 
wife. 

From the moment he had ridden the 
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mower over the rise, navigating the 
bulky beast between the D’AMATO 
and SPEKHARDT family plots, and 
saw the bloody horror before him, his 
life had irrevocably changed. While he 
was at least thankful that Eddie had 
survived, the loss of Kimberly Dawn 
wasn't something he could begin to 
handle. 

Everyone consoled him with such 
senseless truths like // would have at 
least been easier if she had died in 
some normal fashion, but Jack just 
couldn't understand that logic. Eaten 
away by billions of ravenous cancer 
cells, rendered immune to the tiniest 
illness by AIDS, body crushed by a 
speeding tractor trailer, burned to the 
bones in a house fire, decapitated by a 
runaway airplane propeller - they 
would all have been impossible from 
which to recover. That she had died 
the way she had was far more trau- 
matic than many other forms of death, 
but the solid fact was that Jack Meader 
no longer had his Kimberly Dawn, no 
longer had the one living creature in 
the world who had loved him uncondi- 
tionally: who had worshipped the air he 
breathed, the ground he walked on, 
the life force that made him Jack 
Meader. 

"| promised her all her life | would 
always be there for her," he would sob 
to the psychiatrists during therapy. “I 
promised her | would always protect 
her, always hold her. | was RIGHT 
THERE over that rise, mowing my 
damn lawns, RIGHT THERE and | 
wasn't THERE to save her." 

They told him it wasn't his fault, that 
Mitchell and Desiervo had done the 
deed and they were at fault. In fact, 
they told him, if he hadn't been in that 
section of the cemetery at all, Eddie, 
too, would have died. Without Eddie, 
the perps might never have been 
found. But Jack couldn't see it. It 
wasn't Eddie he had sworn to for 
seven years that he would always be 
there, to hold and keep safe. 


Jack lived immersed in his swamp 
of grief for a full year after the incident. 
All the while, he was caretaker of Faith 
Hill Cemetery, mowing lawns and 
pruning trees and righting gravestones 
toppled by pubescent vandals with 
nothing better to do on their late school 
nights. He refused to go back to that 
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section of the cemetery where his son 
had been bludgeoned nearly to death 
and his daughter beaten and raped 
until her little body gave up. Al always 
took care of that part. 

The one thing Jack did every single 
day in that cemetery, without missing it 
once, was to visit Kimberly Dawn's 
grave. The visits usually lasted any- 
where from a half an hour to an hour, 
rain or shine, humid Maine summers 
or blisteringly cold Maine winters. 
Even through the Great Ice Storm of 
1998, the longest-running ice storm in 
any Mainers memory, he was there, 
trudging across the vicious arctic wil- 
derness that was somehow Faith Hill 
Cemetery. There had been so much 
ice that every stone was encased in 
layers upon layers of frozen snow and 
clear, glassy ice. Nothing looked fa- 
miliar, but Jack knew exactly where his 
daughters grave was — and was 
there every day during that frozen 
apocalypse, chiseling the frosty armor 
from her headstone and digging rock- 
hard snow and ice from her lot. He 
knew he'd never abandon her again, 
no matter what. 


It happened on the first year anni- 
versary of Kimberly’s murder. It was 
going on midnight as Judy killed the 
television and the light and cuddled up 
to her husband in their bed. All was 
silent but the ticking of the alarm clock, 
and then Jack broke the silence. 

“Its been a year today,” he said 
softly. 

Judy hugged him close to her. “I 
know, honey. | know." 

Another long pause, and then, “l 
just wasn't there for her. What could 
she be thinking, wherever she is now?" 

"Oh, Jack," Judy said, her voice wa- 
vering as she gripped her arms and 
legs about him in the darkness. 
"Honey, she's thinking how wonderful 
a daddy you were, how you would 
have done anything to have changed 
that day. And she's not thinking about 
blaming you. Not one little bit." 

"| think she's disappointed," he said 
to his wife, and maybe to the night as 
well. 

"She could never 
soothed. 

"She was seven," he said, his voice 
remarkably calm for the discussion 
they were having. "A seven year-old 


be," Judy 
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can't understand. А seven year-old 
can only see that her daddy promised 
and promised all of his miserable life 
and it was nothing but lies. Seven 
year-olds can't see mistakes and ran- 
dom things." 

"She can see your powerful love," 
Judy tried, but she knew she was los- 
ing. 
He said quietly, "I'd give anything to 
make it up to her." 

Judy said no more. 
done no good, and she knew it. 
drifted off to sleep. 


It would have 
She 


She was awakened suddenly a 
short while later by Jack shaking her. 
She came awake with a start and sat 
up. He was up, sitting on the edge of 
the bed, leaning over her, hand on her 
shoulder. "Jack, what is it?" 

"Do you hear?" he said excitedly. 
"Listen!" 

She listened, strained to hear what- 
ever it was he was hearing. The dis- 
tant sounds of trucks on Route 2 
nearby were all she could find. “I don't 
know what—" 

"Ssshh" he said harshly. "Listen 
close. You'll hear her. Kimberly." 

Judy lost her breath for a second, 
and then sighed. "Honey, it was a 
dream. Lie back down—" 

"No" He sounded angry that she 
should even think to question him in 
that way. "It's Kimberly, up on the hill. 
She's calling to me. 'Daddy, дадду, 
she keeps calling to me." 

"That just isn't true,” Judy said. 
"She's been gone for a year, Jack." 

"Up on that hill, she's buried." 

“Christ, Jack!” Judy exploded then. 
"How long are you going to do this? 
How long? Kimberly is dead! DEAD!” 

He looked at her through the dim- 
ness, shocked. “Of course she is. | 
know that. | do. But she’s up there 
now, calling to me. You be real quiet, 
and you'll hear.” 

She exhaled abruptly, turning from 
him and flopping back into bed, haul- 
ing the covers up over her shoulders. 
“Tve had it with all of this! You think 
this doesn't hurt me, too? You think | 
don't feel terrible about what hap- 
pened? That sometimes | just feel like 
dying because | can't change things? | 
do! But | can't change things! | accept 
that!" 

He was still sitting on the edge of 


the bed, intently listening for noises out 
the open window. Not listening to her. 
She let it go, laid back down. A year of 
counseling hadn't changed things; an 
argument at midnight wouldn't, either. 

The she heard what he was hear- 
ing. Far-off, but not too far, a tiny 
voice: Daaaaddyyyy.... 

Judy felt the hair stand up on her 
neck, her back, fluffing on her arms. 

"You hear that?" he whispered ex- 
citedly. 

Пааааддууу... 

“Му little girl,” Jack said simply. 
“She wants me.” 

“Dammit,” she cursed. “Oh, dam- 
mit, Jack, its a kid but it’s not our 
daughter! Some scared kid, too young 
to be out past her bedtime, in the 
cemetery and lost, and she wants her 
daddy. That's it!” 

Perhaps he considered it for a mo- 
ment, because then he said, "Well, as 
caretaker, Га better get out there and 
help her home. Cemetery's no place 
to be lost at night." 

She could find no way to argue that. 
He got up and began pulling on his 
pants. 


Jack made his way across the 
graveyard under a crescent moon. He 
needed no flashlight, as he knew the 
cemetery like the back of his hand, 
and there was pretty much enough 
moonlight to see by. He threaded his 
way amongst the tombstones that 
stood across the hilly landscape like 
companies of troops. He knew exactly 
where he was heading, and could get 
there blind if he had to. 

He topped the rise on the little hill 
beyond which was their new family 
plot, where Kimberly had been the first 
to become a tenant. He focused his 
eyes on the dark shape he knew to be 
her headstone not a hundred feet 
away, pausing a moment in wonder. 

The headstone moved. Не was 
sure of it. 

He stood, awed, frightened, full of 
sorrow, watching the shadows as they 
morphed from one blackness to an- 
other. He blinked, tried to focus better. 

Daaaddyy... 

He sucked in his breath. The shad- 
ows were moving disjointedly, swaying 
next to the gravestone, almost as if 
something were growing there, burst- 
ing forth from the ground like a plant 


fighting in search of 
sunlight. 

Jack staggered forward, clumsily, 
down the slight grade toward whatever 
was happening. Somebody was danc- 
ing on his daughter's grave, maybe — 
well, not for long. 

He closed the distance by half be- 
fore whomever it was spoke again: 
Daddy... Daddy... 

He froze, started, froze again. 

Daddy... why weren't you there for 
me? 

He shuddered, blinked. The shad- 
ows were swaying above the grass, 
wrenching to and fro like someone bur- 
ied in beach sand up to his waist and 
trying to get out. Jack stumbled once 
more forward. "Kimberly?" he 
croaked. 

The shadows suddenly stiffened, as 
if someone were standing straight up, 
and as suddenly as they were moving 
they were gone completely. 

Jack broke into a lumbering run, 
tearing across the grass and reaching 
the site, collapsing to his knees and 
sliding on the damp grass. His skid- 
ded painfully across rough, grassless 
terrain before he reached the stone. 
His eyes adjusted 


its way up 


to the light. Не 
leaned over and 
ей the ground. 


Dirt, as if turned 
over with a spade. 


Clumps of sod 
pushed aside. He 
began to cry. 

"Come back, 


baby," he wailed in 
low tones, echoing 
across the moonlit 
graveyard like the 
desperate chant of 
a shunned lover. 
"Come back to 
Оадду. Соте 
here...” 


Judy Meader 
shivered аз she 
heard the phantom 
voice of her hus- 


band carrying 
mournfully across 
the cemetery, 
Come back, 
Kimmy... Daddy's 
here... lm sorry, 
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baby... come back to me... 


back... 


come 


Neither of them spoke about it the 
next day. Jack was unusually solemn 
and reserved. Judy thought maybe 
the experience had been exactly what 
Jack had needed — reality kicking him 
squarely between the eyes. 

That night, she stirred a bit when 
the bed moved. Jack was up again, 
donning his pants. She registered it 
briefly, then drifted back to sleep. 


The next morning, she went out to 
the cemetery to bring him and АІ cold 
drinks. Al accepted his graciously and 
directed her towards Kimberly’s grave 
to find her husband. He was using a 
weed whacker to trim around the 
stones in that area when she found 
him. He, too, was happy to have a 
cold drink and took a break long 
enough to guzzle some down, sitting 
on a handy stone while he did so. 

"| saw her again last night,” he said 
suddenly. 

“What?” .she said, but somehow 
knew where he was going with that. 

"| saw Kimberly the other night, try- 
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ing to get out of her grave,” he explained. 
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there. She didn’t know the lay of Ше 
yard like Jack did, and she hoped she 
didn't run smack into one of the thou- 
sands of gravestones camouflaged by 
the night. Finally, she saw the familiar 
weeping willow tree on the hill that 
overlooked that area where Kimberly's 
grave was. 

She stopped under the willow's sad 
branches. The effect was eerie, and of 
course she felt as if the weeping willow 
was certainly going to take on an unlife 
of its own, wrapping those hanging, 
vinelike branches around her and con- 
stricting, choking the life out of her, 
leaving her to be the second member 
of the Meader family to be buried 
there. 

The horrific thought was kicked very 
suddenly out of her mind as the clouds 
parted and bright moonlight streamed 
earthward like enlightenment from 
paradise, and she beheld the sight 
ahead. 

It was Jack, upon their daughter's 
grave. He was on his knees, and for a 
moment Judy thought he was pulling 
up weeds. Even as she began moving 
closer, she could see that wasn't so. 
And now it seemed there was some- 
one else there with him. A very short 
person, it seemed, almost as if only the 
top half of a person. 

Then she heard the voice: 
"Daddy... help me, Daddy... help me 


“Daddy’s here,” he said softly, calm 
tones soothing the frightened child with 
him. "Everything's gonna be all right, 
Punkin." 

Judy staggered, tripped, fell, clam- 
bered back to her feet. She hurried, 
not wanting to, absolutely terrified to, 
feeling like Ше mortally depressed 
mother in The Monkey’s Paw who had 
realized that wishing their dead son 
back alive was wrong, that the knock- 
ing at the door was indeed the dead 
son brought back, but not a healthy 
young man like they remembered him 
but an animated, decomposing corpse 
climbed out of its grave. 

She stopped a dozen feet away, her 
eyes focusing, and she could see the 
long hair of her daughter. The girl was 
grasping desperately onto her Daddy’s 
arms, her body buried hip-deep in the 
ground, and she was whimpering help- 
lessly like a frightened animal. Jack 
had hold of her under the armpits, and 


he was tugging, gently but strongly, 
trying to excavate her like some cave- 
in rescue victim. It seemed she should 
have been popping up out of the 
ground with no trouble at this point, but 
Jack just didn’t seem to be able to ex- 
tract her. 

Judy couldn't make out the girl's 
features, but there was no other expla- 
nation to the ordeal. Nothing logical. 
She stood, frozen in place, unable to 
breathe. 

“Daddy... it hurts, Daddy! It hurts! It 
huuurrrts..." 

"Daddy's gonna make it all right!" 
His voice was feverish now, almost 
panicked. "Don't go, Punkin. Just a 
minute more!" 

She was sinking back into the 
ground, her whimpers becoming cry- 
ing. He was holding on, but nothing 
was stopping her. He cried out in an- 
guish as, very suddenly, the tiny form 
of the dead girl was sucked into the 
earth as a strand of spaghetti into a 
mouth. 

The quick beginning of a scream 
was cut abruptly off as she vanished. 

Jack collapsed face first into the dis- 
turbed dirt and he hollered, long and 
loud, baying into 
the unfair, terrifying 

Judy dropped to 
her knees, sobbing 
uncontrollably, and 
cried with him from 
a distance. 


He headed back 
to the house, oblivi- 
ous to his wife. 
She followed, 
drooling and sob- 
bing quietly to her- 
self, a few paces 
behind. It wasn't 
until they were in 
the living room of 
the house and she 
had snapped оп 
the light did she 


realize what һе 
looked like. His 
flannel shirt and 
pants were dirty as 
well as grass- 
stained, but the 


arms of his shirt 
were covered in 
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something she couldn't quite identify. 

He walked mindlessly to the wash- 
room, stripped, headed to bed, all with- 
out a word. She chased into the laun- 
dry room and dug his shirt out of the 
hamper, examining what she had 
Seen. 

She couldn't hold the shirt in her 
hands, and begged God in her mind to 
forgive her for it; but the bits of decay- 
ing flesh, sticky hair, and squirming 
maggots were something she couldn't 
handle. She just couldn't. 


Judy couldn't even look at him the 
next morning. Не skipped breakfast 
and headed off to work. 

Al came by around lunchtime, not 
an uncommon visitation time for him; 
but the man had a distraught look on 
his face that she knew spelled trou- 
ble — a look she had seen a lot in the 
past year, one that meant Jack was 
having an especially bad day. She did- 
n't doubt it at all today, but somehow 
the look on Al's face told her more was 
up. 
"Jack's at her grave," he reported 
solemnly. "And he ain't trimming the 


grass today." 
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She felt her blood cool in her veins 
and she leaned against the counter 
heavily. “What is it?” 

"He's doing it,” Al said. 
ging her up.” 


"He's dig- 


Judy got there just as Jack had hit 
the casket, and before she could 
scream at him to get out, that this was 
crazy, that he was disrespecting her 
memory, she saw down. in the hole: 
the wooden lid of the coffin, a huge, 
gaping hole in it, the wood shredded 
and ripped as if clawed to bits by its 
occupant. She was reminded of the 
stories of people assumed dead and 
buried alive, who awakened later only 
to be unable to dig their way out. But 
her daughters body had been ашор- 
sied and kept in cold storage for two 
weeks during the investigation, so 
there was no doubt as to the lifeless- 
ness of her daughter. It didn’t even 
matter what she thought she had seen 
that night, what she had thought must 
have been bits of her dead daughter 
on Jack's shirt — if it had happened, it 
had happened, but the fact that it did 
didn't make it right, didn't make it good, 
and certainly didn't make it anything 
but a soulless husk of rotting flesh that 
once was Kimberly. 

Jack looked up from the deep hole 
at that point, and she half-expected to 
see a crazed, madman-like look on his 
face like some eccentric Igor finding 
body parts for the good doctor. In- 
stead, he looked very calm, very se- 
rene — the most together she thought 
he had been in the past year. He was 
dirty, sweaty, and disheveled, to be 
sure, but otherwise fine. He nodded to 
her. "Morning, honey." 

"Jack," she said, and could think of 
nothing else to say. She looked to the 
torn up hole, where dirt had sifted into 
the casket, and she saw the form of 
her daughter partially buried. 

The girl was dead, all right, body 
decaying with the worms and looking 
none too pleasant. But the hole in the 
wood, that had clearly been done from 
the inside: quite thick, she could see 
the tapering at the edges that indicated 
something from within had dug and 
clawed and ripped its way out of the 
pine box tomb. 

"See, honey?" Jack said. "This'll 
make it easier for her to get out. 1 think 
she spends her time trying to get out, 
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but Mother Earth, she just don't wanna 
give her up. She's supposed to be 
feeding these worms, after all. But she 
wants me. She needs me." 

"Jack, look at her," Judy said, forc- 
ing composure. "She is dead." 

“Well, of course she's dead," Jack 
said, and for the first time in forever, he 
smiled, wide and happy. "She died a 
year back. Body slammed and beaten 
and fucked til she couldn't live no 
more. And scared beyond her death 
cuz her Daddy wasn't there to protect 
her. He was too busy cutting grass a 
hundred feet away. Апа he hasn't 
been there for the past year, when she 
really needed him most, when she 
needed to finish her dying. She cant 
do that without me. Tonight, l'm mak- 
ing it right, Judy. Everything will be 
right tonight." 

It took her a few seconds, but it 
sunk in; at least she thought it did. 
"You're not doing it, Jack," she said, 
voice cracking, tears welling in her 
eyes. "You are not taking her from 
here. You are not taking this dead girl 
home with us. She needs to rest in 
peace, Jack, rest forever, because her 
time here is over. She is dead and 
God wants it that way for whatever rea- 
son and you are по! going to bring her 
rotting body home! You are going to 
bury this grave back up and forget 
about this!" 

Jack stared up out of the hole at 
her, face incredulous, brow furrowed, 
as if thinking her insane. “Why, of 
course I’m not going to bring her rotting 
body home. I’m thinking you're going 
loony on me, honey." His face dark- 
ened. "But | am not burying this grave 
and forgetting about this. Now run 
yourself home and don't forget that." 

She ran home. She didn't forget it. 


That night, he whistled his way 
through supper, through getting 
dressed into clean clothing, to heading 
out the door for the cemetery. She let 
him go. She knew she couldn't change 
his mind, but she also knew she could- 
n't bear to see the zombified form of 
her daughter climbing out of its grave 
again. 

"Not my daughter," she whispered 
to herself in her lighted room that night 
at midnight, window sealed tightly. 
"She's dead and gone, gone to God... 
just not my daughter..." 
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She dreaméd only one piece of a 
dream, at least that she could remem- 
ber. The image of Jack desperately 
trying to haul his crumbling daughter 
out of the ground, and all the while the 
little girl was crying out, voice raspy 
and strained through her decomposed 
larynx: Hold me forever, Daddy, just 
like you promised... hold me, Daddy... 
forever... 


Judy woke to bright sunlight and the 
alarm happily buzzing away at 6:30 in 
the morning. The first fact that she 
was aware of was that Jack was not in 
bed with her, and in fact had not been 
back that night. She knew right away 
where he had to be. 

She woke the boys, told them they 
were to get ready for school on their 
own, that she had to go find their fa- 
ther, who had undoubtedly "worked 
early this morning." 

She ambled quietly through the 
dew-coated grasses, somehow afraid 
of the graveyard in the daylight. She 
was afraid of what she was going to 
find. She couldn't deny what she had 
seen with her own eyes, but somehow 
could not quite believe anything super- 
natural could have transpired last 
night. Even still, her heart was heavy, 
cold, beating like a piston in molasses. 

She topped the hill under that weep- 
ing willow tree and saw the grave, 
mound of dirt next to it, shovel tossed 
aside... and her husband, sitting 
propped up against the gravestone, 
sleeping. She sucked in her breath for, 
even from this distance, she could 
clearly see what he held in his arms. 

So he had done it taken her 
maybe-animated body out of the grave 
and slept with it, held it. It was a turn- 
ing point, she figured, if a gruesome 
one. He would either recover from his 
tremendous grief or be plunged into 
further wells of sorrow. The latter 
would mean Jack would have to be in- 
patient somewhere, the only way for 
him to deal with this. The former would 
mean life would finally begin again for 
the Meader family, and they would cer- 
tainly have to move away. Jack 
needed to be elsewhere, doing a job 
that wouldn't remind him of the horror 
all the time. 

She headed down the hill towards 
him, tucking her shirt into her jeans as 


with that just to... 

She got close enough to see then, and screamed, and 
wailed, and collapsed, a shaking, quivering mass of 
woman who just couldn't do it anymore. 

He was propped up, leaning against her gravestone, 
cradling the decaying, skeletal corpse. Kimberly's arms 
were about her Daddy's neck, her knees drawn to her 
chest. Her lovely white dress, bought to bury her in, was 
dirty and rotting as well. Her golden-brown hair, once 
silken and beautiful, was brown and black and falling out of 
her decomposing skull in clumps. Worms of all sorts were 
there, maggots crawling. 

Jack held her tightly, his own finger bones already visi- 
ble through the rotted, torn flesh. Blood was everywhere 
not from any accident but from the thousands of worms 
that had been feasting on his body all night. Even through 
the lack of flesh on their faces, all she could see was con- 
tentment. 

Judy backed away, shaking her head, tears welling in 
her eyes and spilling onto her cheeks. She tried to mouth 
the word "No" over and over, but the word just couldn't 
make it past her lips. It was emotionally devastating, to be 
sure, but somehow, in the whole crazy mess of it all, things 
were right again. Daddy had fulfilled his promise to his 
most beloved daughter, and was finally there for her, and 
Kimberly had what she had been promised: her Daddy was 
holding her forever. 

Finally, Kimberly was resting in peace. Finally, so was 


Jack. 5, 
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If you're ever strolling around the Haight 
WD Ashbury neighborhood in San Fran- 
cisco, leave the 5-6 block section 
„ of Haight Street that has all of 
/ the quaint little shops and res- 
‚ taurants, and walk due east, 
“toward downtown. After 
` you get past Buena Vista 
Park on your right, start 
watching for Scott 
' Street. If you hit 
а Steiner St. (former 
home of "Shut Up 
WV Little Man" stalwarts 
% Каутопа and Ре- 
‘a ter), you’ve gone a 
block too far. Head 
a block north on 
Scott, and you'll run 
into Jack's Record 
Cellar (open 
Wednesday- 
// Sunday), a cool little 
hole-in-the-wall type 
'store that is, almost 


makes. 


all-time 
bands 
San 

cle, 


at 


In a recent list of the 100 


such 
and more commer- 
cially 
acts as Santana, |, 
Jefferson Airplane W 
(and Starship, for ^^ 
that matter), Metal- 
lica, 
Quicksilver Messen- W 
ger Service, Steve 
Miller 
Brother & The Hold- 
ing Company, Doobie 


бееваелеаял 


up — hello, it’s the real world, and the Wa 
quality of music one makes and ге- 4 
cords has never had squat to do ' ) 
with how much money one 


+ 
a 


best Bay Area 
compiled by the 
Francisco Chroni- 

the Flamin’ 


Groovies showed up 


#4, beating ош, 
better-known 


successful Wy 


Green Day, 


Band, Big € 


| [йегайу, wall to wall ге- Brothers, Faith No, 
7 cords of all sorts. Most More, etc. How could h N 
а likely, you'll encounter they have finished 4th? It , 


could be 
that name 


Roy Loney working behind 
the counter there....and you 
may think to yourself, "What's 
wrong with this picture? Shouldn't 
this genuine Rock & Roll legend be 
basking in the sun somewhere, living 
off his vast financial holdings? Maybe this is 
just a hobby (or 
whatever it was 
that Handsome 
Dick Manitoba ut- 
tered so many 
years ago to intro- 
duce “The Dictators 


а 
* 
а 
а 
a 
a 
‘a 


least 


ception through 1971; the 


Go Girl Crazy’). 
After all, he 
a founded the 


Flamin’ Groovies, 

A recorded two l'm- 
stranded-on-a- 
һ desert-island-so- 
here-would-be-my- 
picks disks with 
that band, in 
“Flamingo” and 
Teenage 

WA Head” (among oth- 
ers), then recorded 

а passe! of great 
Rock & Roll music 
Жа and disks with The 
^. Phantom Movers, 
WA and Long Shots, 
and STILL puts on 

a killer live show (to 
which those in at- 
tendance at the 

^ Acme Underground 
in NYC two sum- 
mers ago, myself | 


that the band by 
lasted so long - ` 


although there were really а! 
three separate eras of 
Flamin’ Groovies — the first with Roy 
Loney fronting the band from their in- 


a 
u 
a 
% 
a 


second with Chris 
Wilson as lead 
singer (from “71 
through “Shake 
Some Action," 
“Now” and 
“Jumpin In The 
Night”); and lastly 
with Cyril Jordan 
and George Alex- a 
ander, along with 
various singers u 
and drummers in 

the 80's through a 
early 90's (they 
recorded “One 
Night Stand," 
“Step Ор” апа 
“Rock Juice"). It 
could also be the 
influence that this ; 
band has had 
over the years on 
Rock & Roll music Wi 
in general - as a 
prototype ог 
many of the punk | 
era bands of the 
late 70's and 80's. 
Or... it could sim- 

ply be the quality 

of the music they 
produced, regard- 
less of the prevail- a 
ing musical trends 


included, will at- 
test)." But sud- 
b егу. you wake 


of the masses at 
the time. As Roy a 
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says in this interview, they were always 

а true to themselves; they made the mu- 

sic they wanted to make. This band 

‘a has always been, if anything, a critics’ 

/ darling, and rightfully so. They always 
А made great, timeless Rock & Roll... 

And never more so than in their 

А early years, with Roy Loney as singer, 

// songwriter, and frontman. While he 

à was in the band, their sound evolved 

/ from the part-Lovin’ Spoonful/part-SF 

YA psychedelia of "Sneakers," their initial 

// recording, to Ше roots-oriented 

A N good time rock of “Supersnazz” (debut 

/ full-length) to the MC5 and Rolling 

Stones-influenced ass-kicking Rock 

/// & Roll of “Flamingo” and "Teenage 

Head.” Once he left the band in 

/ 1971, their basic sound eventually 

mutated into more of a power 

poppy, Beatles/Byrds/Paul Revere & 

the Raiders orientation... while Roy, 

7 after taking а 6-7 year sabbatical in 

b the 70's, returned with a vengeance, 

first recording the "Artistic As Hell" 

EP as a solo artiste (released in 

78), followed by “Out After Dark” in 

* ‘79 on Solid Smoke Records, with 

^ his new band, the Phantom Movers 

~v (featuring ex-Flamin’ G’s drummer 

Danny Mihm and guitarist James 

b Y Ferrall). This, his first post-Groovies 

full-length release, was clearly the 

a: rightful, spiritual successor to 

“Teenage Head — at least much 

more so than the Jordan/Wilson-led 

> Groovies’ “Shake Some Action” (a 

fine power pop/Merseybeat LP in its 

* own right). "Out After Dark" con- 

tained several bona fide Loney- 

a penned classics (“Born To Be Your 

Fool," “Phantom Mover," “San Fran- 

* cisco Girls," "Neat Petite") that stand 

alongside "Second Cousin” or 

a: “Coming After Me” or “Teenage 

Head” or anything else the Groovies 

э over did, as well as several killer 

Covers (notably Rockabilly classic 

` “Rocking in The Graveyard”). Roy 

followed this up with the mini-LP (8 

tunes) “Phantom Tracks” in 1980, 

/ which pretty much continued along 

à the same road as “Out After Dark" - 

perhaps а bit more of a Rockabilly 

touch, along with some great sound- 

ing live tracks. These first few solo 

releases were clearly proof positive 

/// that (1) Mr. Loney's extended self- 

imposed vacation had not robbed him 

/ of his songwriting or singing skills, and 

` (2) that, more than any other one indi- 

vidual, he was responsible for the sig- 

nature sound of the Groovies. 

Several personnel changes in the 

Phantom Movers then occurred, with 

J the resulting new lineup cutting 

Á “Contents Under Pressure” (1981 on 

7 War Bride), acknowledged by Roy as 

his weakest solo effort - although the 

7 title cut and his cover of the Easybeats’ 


` ‘Sorry” are among my personal faves. 
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He rebounded strongly in ‘82 with 
“Rock & Roll Dance Party” (also on 
War Bride), a return to what he’s al- 
ways done best — roots Rock & Roll — 
and the title of the LP best describes it. 
“Fast and Loose," another strong effort, 
followed in ‘83, on the Double Dare 
label. At this point, he appeared to 
take yet another hiatus of 5-6 years.... 
to return in 1989 with “Scientific Bombs 
Away,” on the Norton label (with an 
Australian CD release — on Aim, | 
think?). While this album, production 


wise, is Roy’s most primitive sounding, 


1 also think it probably serves as the 
best introduction to him, as far as dis- 
playing his full range of musical 
tastes — ranging from Rockabilly (his 
Charlie Feathers tribute, “Boy, Man!”) 
to classic sounding roots rock (“Ruin 
Your Shoes,” “Bad News Travels 
Fast’), to his occasional silly novelty 
vaudevillian tunes (“Here Comes 
Curly,” “Nervous Slim”) to covers of old 
classic, sometimes obscure rockers 
(“Бір Bop Boom,” “Feel So Fine”). 
Between 1989 and 1994, Roy’s re- 
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corded output consisted of: a 1991 live А 
EP on Norton from a show at the Twist 
& Shout in Bethesda, Maryland (which | u 
missed due to car trouble, goddam- 
mit!); а 1993 EP with the А-Вопез a 
(“Boy Meets Bones”), naturally on Nor- 
ton (since Billy & Miriam of the Bones 
run Norton); and the 1993 full-length 
live LP/CD, “Action Shots” — all recom- 
mended. Unfortunately, since 
“Scientific Bombs Away,” the only stu- 
dio full-length we've gotten is 1994's 
“Full Grown Head” on the Shake label. ` 
This album, recorded with the Long , 
Shots (Joey Kline and several of the 
young Fresh Fellows), features the // 
definitive take of “Slow Death,” fi- 
nally recorded by Roy (who wrote it ^ 
with Cyril Jordan, who recorded it 
with the Loney-less Groovies пт” 
1971 or "72, with Chris Wilson sing- М 
ing), some great covers (“Tobacco 
Road" and Lulu's “I'll Come Run- 
ning"), and other top shelf Rock & 
Roll tunes. In 1995, Get Hip re- € 
leased a live show from Spain with 
Roy and the Long Shots (“Kick Out W& 
the Hammons”) — a frantic wild live 
show a 
In 1998, he released a four-tune EP 
on the Rock & Roll Inc. label, titled * 
"Record Patty," featuring covers of , 
the Chartbusters’ "She's the One" * 
and “Who'll Be the Next in Line" by 

* 


the Kinks 
Roy has also released the осса- 
sional new track for compilations ` 
and tribute albums over the years, 

inc luding cuts on “Turban Renewal,” «а 
the Sam the Sham tribute, and 
“Groin Thunder," the Troggs tribute. 
Most of the Phantom Movers/Long * 
Shots/solo recordings listed above 
are, of course, out of print, and nigh u 
on impossible to find... and they're 

all great. On the other hand, there's а 
good news about his older re- 4 
cords -- Коуз albums with the u 
Flamin’ Groovies have recently 
been reissued, and are now readily ` 
available for the first time ever. 
Sundazed reissued “Sneakers,” 
along with some assorted live cuts, 

as "Supersneakers" in 1996. BMG ` 
(Buddah) reissued "Flamingo" and ; 
"Teenage Head," each with a multi- 
tude of extra outtakes and assorted 
goodies, іп 1999.  "Supersnazz" * 
was reissued on Sundazed this year. , 
Norton, with Roy's help, also released 

two LP's/CD's of previously unreleased //// 
Groovies' gems — "California Born and 
Bred" in 1996 (demos and outtakes), /// 
and "Live - In Person!" in 1997, an old 
live show from the Fillmore. GO OUT ; 
AND BUY ALL OF THESE! The man | 

is truly one of Rock & Roll's best and 
most enduring songwriters (especially ` 
as a lyricist), singers, and live perform- , 

ers. 

Meanwhile, Roy has been working 77 


а! Jack's s s Recai Cellar for the past 12 
M years, and he still plays the occasional 
live gig. His latest band in San Fran- 


cisco, the Fondellas, has ex- 
/ Flamin’ Groovies and я 
à Phantom Rockers „> 
‘James Ferrall and 


M Danny Mihm in addition e+ 
to Roy, bassist Don 
Bacardi, and guitarist 
Karl Malinowski. To-date, “| 

` they have released a cou- 

ple of songs on mp3.com, “-. 
and they have their own 
/ web site (www.fondellas. . . 

+ com) but they don't seem to 

2 play out too much. 

Which brings us to this in- 

/// terview. After finding Roy а! 

Қа Jacks Record Cellar last year, 

Ж and talking music with him sev- 
eral times since then at the cid 
(which he clearly loves to do), 

У ре being a fawning fan os 
enough to ask him if he'd like to talk 

a with us, to which he graciously con- 
sented. We start out by discussing his 


a new LP with the Long Shots, recorded 2“ 


but as yet unreleased. 


a BRUT: When we talked briefly last 
~ week in the store, you mentioned 
7 that you had a new LP, “Drunkard In 
a The Think Tank," with the Long 
77 Shots, іп Ше can. What's the status 
a 


on it? 
a ROY LONEY: I've talked with a couple 
7 of different labels, but we can't 
ча come to an agreement, so it’s sitting 
7 there, waiting to be released. 


a BRUT: You did this one about me 
а same time as “Full Grown Head," 


was it later? 
YA RL: We did it right after that. Actually, 
a few tunes on it are leftovers from 
b Y "Full Grown Head." We recorded a 
Ж lot of tunes for that album, so we 
а had some extras. We also recorded 
; a bunch of new stuff for it. 


BRUT: Тһе label that “Full Grown" 
came out on, Shake, they split from 
a bigger label or went out of busi- 
ness or what? 


“A RL: Yeah, they were originally part of 
Cargo, which is a major distributor. 
МЫ — Then they split from Cargo and tried 
to do their own distribution, and they 
v just didn’t have much in the way of 
distribution. | don’t even think 
a they're a label anymore. 


BRUT: So they're not an option at this 


point? 
a .. Well, they want to do it, but they 


don't have any money, and | don't 


i think 

- Шеуге even 
putting out any 

product at this point. 


BRUT: | suppose you've already tried 
Get Hip and Norton? 


RL: l've talked to Norton, but it's a little 
outside of their thing now. It's not 
quite as retro, as rootsy as the stuff 
they're putting out now. This isn't 
really that rootsy or primitive — it's 
more poppy... but they like it, it 
could still happen. They really like 
it, Из just a question of... 


BRUT: Are they willing to back it with 
money? 


RL: Exactly! They're really dear 
friends of mine. (Ed. Note: Billy 
Miller & Miriam Linna of Norton.) 


BRUT: Now, the new band of yours, 
The Fondellas... where'd that name 
come from? When | first heard it, it 
sounded like a cross between Fon- 
tella Bass and Martha Reeves and 
the Vandellas... 


RL: ! didn't come up with that name, 
that name was there when | joined 
the band. Іт actually the last per- 
son to come into this band. It was 
already a band with another singer 
for awhile, and their singer left... 
they went through about 6 singers 
actually, before coming to me and 
asking if | wanted to do it, and | said 
Га do it until they find a new guy. 
Now, the name Fondellas — | be- 
lieve they told me that the name 
comes from a "font della," which is a 
one string bass, the kind used by a 
one man band... | think it might 
have been Jesse Fuller who used 
one. 
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BRUT: Interesting... well, so much for 
my next question, which was: why * 
not call yourselves Roy Loney and 

the Phantom Movers, since you А 

have Danny (Mihm), James 4 

Ferrall), and you? Instant пате 74 

|. recognition! But it wasn't your 77 

band to start with. ч 

RL: Well, we have played some ` 

54 Phantom Movers tunes, but, 

- we've done mostly Fondellas 

_, originals — tunes written by / 


‚ James and Karl, along with 
various covers. 
BRUT Any recording / 


prospects for the band? 

2 RL: Not at the moment, * 
we're sort of on a hiatus at the mo- /” 
ment, we're not doing anything. WY 
We've recorded some stuff on some 77 
digital equipment, pretty experimen- ч 
tal, to see if we сап come up with 
something good enough for a demo, 

but that's about as far as we've got- _ 

ten so far. (Ed. Note: Two of these 
Fondellas tunes have been posted 

on www.mp3.com - good stuff!) * 


BRUT: Question: | noticed on your w 
business card that | got from you 
last year the first time | ever hit the а 
store, that you list yourself first as 
an actor, then musician and com- u 
poser. | also seem to recall reading 
in an old interview that you said act- u 
ing was really your first love, and | 
believe you told me last year that ча 
you were а child actor. A little bit of 
background on this, please. ч 

RL: | started acting when | was about 4 
8, just amateur stuff, and | immedi- b Y 
ately fell in love with it, Из just а 
great form of expression for me. а 
felt very much at home оп Над 
So | acted straight through school, u 
and | got a scholarship to San Fran- 
cisco State through their drama de- a 
partment. | was a drama major, and 
that's what | figured | was going to Wi 
do, be an actor. * 

BRUT: Any recent acting gigs you'd . 
like to mention? 


RL: | haven't really had an acting gig * 
in about 12 years now. 


BRUT: But that's listed #1 on your © 
card — that's what I call an optimist! h S 


BRUT: There's a guy | know who V 
works in a video store in Washing- 


ton, DC, who's a part time actor, ~ 
and he says he gets calls to do tele- 


RL: | haven't changed my card yet! 


VE Add Adda 
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vision commercials whenever they 
need an Hispanic actor, and he 
makes a really decent living just 
from doing the occasional television 
commercial. 


RL: lm sure you can. The residuals 
from those things are amazing. I'd 
like to catch one of those myself... 
but | don't even have an agent at 
this point. Acting is my first love, 
though. Гме always considered my- 
self an actor who does a little bit of 
singing on the side. 


ppppppsp 


“A BRUT: Did you have to act a lot with 
Cyril (Jordan) when you two were at 

МА loggerheads over the direction of 
the band (Flamin' Groovies)? 

“a 


RL: Yeah, | suppose there was a little 
A — Dit of that going on (laughs). 


«a BRUT (DS): | remember getting 
7^ “Shake Some Action," thinking you 
М еге still in the band, | was younger 
7 then, апа | was shocked...| mean | 
ч liked the record and all, but it was 
' бо different for you guys. Then | 

b Y looked at the back cover and saw 
7 that you weren't in Ше band апу- 


4 more. 
* RL: There was a parting of the ways. 
7 Cyril wanted to move in a different 


ч direction, and | was kind of bored 
with the band at that point anyway. 


a BRUT: Cyril always seemed to bring 
а Ша! Beatles-ish influence to the 


Р sound. 
` RL: Well, Cyril’s music history begins 


with The Beatles. That's it. Нева 
bit younger than | am, and that was 
the beginning for him, as far as mu- 
sic. For me, | grew up first listening 
to, like, Perry Como and the Mills 
Brothers on the radio first. Fats 
Domino, Little Richard, Elvis, Chuck 
Berry — they really woke me up to 
the music totally. 


BRUT: Іп the late 60's and early 70's, 
you were about the only band doing 
Eddie Cochran and Little Richard 
covers. 

“A RL: Yeah, and we were considered 
7 really weird for doing so. 


/ BRUT: That brings up a question. 

How did you guys stay alive in 

4 San Francisco during the Sum- 

а mer of Love, flower power era, 
playing that kind of stuff? 


RL: We scraped by, we basically 

A N scraped by. Cyril and | were still 
living with our parents then, and we 
зи ES by. We all had outside jobs, 


too. 


BRUT: After you left the band, if | re- 
call, you tried the 9-to-5 routine, got 
married and settled down, correct? 


RL: Yes, | first worked in a record 
store, then | worked for the ABC 
label for about 6 years, as a promo- 
tion guy. 


BRUT: Did you help sign anybody? 


RL: No, but | had to drive the 
Ramones around whenever they 
came to town. 


BRUT: Did they hate each other at 
that point? 


RL: They've always hated each other! 


BRUT: This is crazy. Из kinda like 
Mick Jagger having to chauffeur 
around U2, maybe. 

RL: Well... | liked the Ramones a lot 

BRUT: We all did, but | mean... you 


were great before they were great 
and... 


BRUT (JO): Getting back to "Shake 
Some Action" for a minute, | re- 
member getting it after reading 
Greg Shaw's over the top advance 
review in BOMP, and thinking -this 
is great! Merseybeat returns! But 
like Dom said, it just didn't make 
any sense at all with the name 


Flamin' Groovies on it. To me, the 
logical successor to 
"Teenage 


Head" 
came along a cou- 
ple of years later, your "Out 
After Dark” (Roy Loney and the 
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Phantom Movers' debut). | mean, 
maybe it was a bit more Rockabilly, 
without the loud, distorted guitars, ы 
but from а musical progression 
standpoint, the first Phantom Mov- а 
ers LP seemed like Ше Groovies’ 
successor to “Teenage Head." 


RL: | agree totally, it is to me as well. а 
That should have been the next al- 
bum. "Shake Some Action’? | like WA 
a couple of tracks quite a bit, it’s just 
such a different sound. When | first 
left the band, Cyril changed the 
band's name. He said “we can't be 
the Flamin' Groovies anymore with- 
out Roy," so he changed it to the 
Dogs. And they just couldn't get 
any gigs as the Dogs, so they went 
back to the old name. And Cyril , 
knew it wasn't the same band or the 
same sound. The first thing they ~~ 
recorded after | left was "Slow ч 


Death." no 
u 


RL: Which | wrote with Cyril. And the a 
2"! single they cut for UA was a 
"Married Woman."...so they actually 77 
were kind of keeping Ше sound * 
similar. Then when they cut "Shake 
Some Action," they went totally Mer- * 
seybeat Ж 


BRUT: Which you wrote... 


BRUT: And they were produced by ` 
Dave Edmunds during all of this, ч 


right? 7 
a 


BRUT: We have all of your CDs, LPs * 
and 45s sitting here, both the «а 
Groovies' and your solo stuff with a 
the Phantom Movers and Long а 

Shots, as we talk. We're 
using them for ref- 
erence points dur- wu 
ing this interview, 
plus we're gonna a 
later pick out pic- 
tures to use in the 
magazine. lm look- 
ing ай  "Super- 
sneakers” (reissue on 
Sundazed) here. To 
me, “Sneakers” (Flamin’ 
Groovies 10" debut) has 
really held up well over _.” 
the years. Going back to 
the question about how 2” 
you survived in San Fran- W 
cisco back then. To me, ^ 
“Golden Clouds” and “The 
Slide” don’t sound all that 
different from what, let’s say, 
the Jefferson Airplane were 
doing back then. And “I’m 
Drowning” is a blues tune — 
that also fits in with the SF 
sound somewhat. 


RL: Yes, that's right. 
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а RL: Those 3 tunes. yes, they could 
а һауе been done by the Airplane ог 


Grateful Dead, | agree. 
A BRUT: Then we have “My Yada," 
УУ which, from the title, | thought, was 
a Jewish folk song, perhaps! 


wv RL: (Laughs) Yeah, that came out of 
Ж nowhere. It has 2 chords and it's 
stupid, and it's fun to play. 


ч BRUT: Наз it ever dawned оп you Ша! 
WY you could really put out a killer kids’ 
CD with your sillier novelty tunes, 
7 like “My Yada," “Here Comes 
v Curly," “Nervous Slim," and so on. 
а RL: Yes, there’s always been that side 
p to me - it's always been there. 


77 BRUT: You've always seemed to have 
a lot of fun making the music and 
the records. And | suspect that had 
to be one of the reasons you guys 
(Flamin' Groovies) weren't that big 
in San Francisco, where the whole 
60's music scene always seemed 
SO serious. 


ғ RL: Oh, absolutely. Апа we were 
never serious, we always consid- 
ered Rock & Roll a party. 


T 


///, 


s 
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* BRUT (JO): 1 saw Moby Grape, or 
what's left of them, in NYC in late 
1* '98, and it seems like they're having 
a lot more fun now than they were 
а ever allowed to һауе back іп Ше 
” 605, what with the management 
* problems, ridiculous record com- 
pany hype, and ego clashes. The 
three original members all seemed 
a to just be having a real blast on 
stage. 
м - 
RL: Yeah, lve heard they still 
М. sound great. 
ЗА BRUT: They can still sing 
* and play their asses off! 
BRUT (DS): Going back to 
ua your brand new record... | * 
see your last live LP with 
WA һе Long Shots was in 
Spain. Have you considered 
МА — putting it out on the Munster 
label? 
RL: That's a possibility. 
‘a | 
BRUT: Or maybe on Safety Pin, 
A S with Kike (Turmix, Pleasure * 
Fuckers singer and head of the 
ҚЫ Safety Pin label)? They're the ones 
putting out the Flamin’ Groovies 
~ tribute soon. 


RL: Yes, I’ve heard some of that. The 


ъй 
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Young Fresh Fellows do a pretty 
cool cover of "Golden Clouds" on it. 


BRUT: A lot of American bands really 
seem to like Spain. What is it about 
that country? 


RL: Ohman, the audiences are great, 
the country is beautiful, the women 
are gorgeous, and they treat you 
great over there! We got a great 
reception there. People followed 
me everywhere — | signed more 
autographs in Spain the last trip 
than | probably have over the last 
10 years! 


BRUT: Yeah, I’ve noticed that quite a 
few of the rootsy American bands 
have recorded live albums over 
there - the Barracudas, the Cynics, 
Young Fresh Fellows, you and the 
Long Shots... 


RL: And the Dictators... their last cou- 
ple of singles came out on a Span- 
ish label. 


BRUT: What have you heard about 
their new CD? | heard it was sup- 
posedly 90% done. 


RL: I’ve been hearing the exact same 
thing for quite a long time now. I'm 
going to see Manitoba when | go 
back there in September. 


BRUT: Will you be playing on the East 
coast then? 


RL: Іт hoping to, that's the plan at 
this point, although the actual | 
dates haven't been set 
yet. 


BRUT: 


Please let us 
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know when you do — we'll go to 
New York to see you. We were at „ 
your last show back here, in June of 
'98, at the Acme Underground, for 
your tribute to "Teenage Head" wu 
show. It was packed. * 


а 


RL: Yes, that was a fun show. 


BRUT (JO): ! just won an auction on 
eBay earlier today for a live tape of X 
one of your shows, from a Dawn | 
Kugel in Brooklyn. The description ~ 
says it's a late 90's East coast ap- , 
pearance. 


RL: Oh, I’m sure she's related to ч 
Bernie Kugel (NOTE: of Mystic , 
Eyes fame). That's a good tape, if 
it's the same one | have. The sound ” 
quality is excellent. (Ed. Note: Its М 
an excellent tape, both the video || 
and sound quality, of Roy's show at A Ч 
the Acme!) 


BRUT: Great! Next question — what : 
kind of music do you listen to nowa- 
days? | know you work in the re- 
cord store, and you have your Wi 
choice of whatever you want to lis- / 
ten to... what do you listen to? h Ч 


RL: Actually, | listen to a lot of jazz ч 
now. Im lately totally into main- 
stream bebop, and that's what I lis- “ 
ten to most of the time. 7 


BRUT: And Jack’s has а great selec- а 
tion of jazz... * 


RL: We sure do... I'll occasionally lis- A N 
ten to rock, but | have to be in the 
right mood. There was a time about 
two months ago, when all | listened a 
ua 


to were Jo Stafford and Black Sab- 
bath. 
BRUT: Now there’s a combination! ‘a 
Laughs all around) 
b Y 
КІ: |! know that sounds strange, 
4 but it worked perfectly for me at a 


the time... it kinda kept me on an 
even keel. 


BRUT (JO): Yeah, for the WA 
past week, all I’ve been lis- 
= tening to аге the Beach Boys 

and Brian Wilson. I’m going 
_, to see Brian two days from WA 
now in Baltimore. His live .. 
shows last year were in- А, 
credible, and he’s doing 
"Pet Sounds" in its en- 
: tirety this year, at some 
shows with a full or- 
chestra, although no orchestra 
in Baltimore, per his web site. ~ 
RL: Wow, yeah, | heard his shows a 

have been great. 
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a BRUT (DS): Speaking of your record 
M store, explain something to us. My 
a girl friend doesn’t even want to play 
records anymore... why is vinyl su- 

a perior to CD's? 


b Y RL: Vinyl to me has so much more 
presence. CD's just don't have any 
midrange at all. You can't listen to, 
let's say, Bo Diddley, on a CD, it 
just doesn't sound like him! All that 
distortion is in the middle, the mid- 
range, and if you cut that out of a 
Bo Diddley or Link Wray record, you 
have nothing left! ^ There's just 
something missing with most Rock 
& Roll on CD's — the essence is 
missing. 


/ BRUT: What about jazz on LPs versus 
CDs? 


RL: Well, jazz is usually more of a 
// риге sound, with a lot less distor- 
a tion... but | still prefer vinyl to CD’s 

/ for jazz as well. | rarely ever break 
out my CD player. Once in awhile, 
something comes out only in the CD 
format. 


a BRUT (DS) Personally, I’ve been 
y trading in a lot of the horrible new 
rock promo CD's | get for jazz re- 
yyy cords. 


` BRUT (JO): If | recall, | only bought 
“ my first CD player because of, | be- 
7? lieve, some new Jimi Hendrix ипге- 
% leased material that only came ош 
a on CD. 

‘a RL: That's basically the only reason | 
«Аа һауе a CD player... some things 
a simply aren't released on vinyl. 


diy 


» BRUT: Question: You've lived in San 
Francisco your entire life. We just 
interviewed Shane White of the Rip- 
Offs, Infections, Loose Lips and 
other SF punk bands fairly recently. 
He said that, from his perspective, 
the music scene in SF has gone 
downhill rapidly over the past ten 
years or so. 


V. RL: | agree with that. 


BRUT (JO): In last week's San Fran- 
/ cisco Weekly, there were interviews 
with several bands from Modesto, 
and | noted that one of the big, bold 
quotes there was a statement to the 
effect that there can only be an ac- 
tive, vibrant music scene in places 
where there is affordable rent... 
which kind of leaves San Francisco 
out at this juncture. 


` RL: It's true, it’s getting almost impos- 
sible to live in the city here a 
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more, unless you're 
making huge bucks. 
l've been living in the 
same apartment for 
over 20 years now; 
otherwise, | couldn't 
afford to live here. 


BRUT: Mr. White / 
told us that the > 
dot com people 
have  essen- 
tially been 
moving into 
the city, tak- / 
ing over 
pretty much , 
everything. 


SEN WO 
ШІ Qu 


moving into “Re / 

the city, they're not що 
music lovers. They may чи 
go to the clubs to hang out for 
something to do, but, by and large, 
they go out to spend money, not to 
listen to music. 


BRUT (JO): | mentioned to you last 
week, I've personally been visiting 
your city fairly regularly since the 
early 905, and Гуе noticed how 
many record stores, for example, 
have gone under the past 7-8 years 
Back in ‘95, | found a great punk 
shop called Neurotic Records, on 
Folsom Street, south of Market. It 
was gone by '96. There used to be 
two Reckless Records stores, along 
with another cool little shop halfway 
up Haight Street... all gone now. 


RL: That's right... it’s really getting 
down to the wire for many of the 
city’s record stores. There just 
aren't that many vinyl stores left, it's 
sad... that's why we're striving to 
keep Jack's alive. The overall mu- 
sic scene in San Francisco has 
really dried up, which is really quite 
painful for me. There are no great 
clubs to play in anymore, there 
really isn't a scene, there isn't a fan 
base. There's nothing really hap- 
pening. 


BRUT: | was somewhat disillusioned 
my first trip there in the early 90's, 
after hearing about the city for 25 
years or so. The old Avalon, which 
became the original Fillmore, is now 
a Honda dealership on Market & 
Van Ness. The new Fillmore looks 
like a piece of crap from the outside. 


RL: It's really nice on the inside. Тһе 
Fillmore always looked like a dump 
trom the outside. 


It's a great place, 


Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 


9pppppp 


Ø 4 гк 


though, to see а 
а рапа. 


7 


Going 
one of your “we, old inter- 7 
views.. somebody asked? 


you what it would take for you to get 77 
the original Flamin’ Groovies — 
Cyril, George (Alexander), Danny 77 
(Mihm), and Tim (Lynch) — back 
together again for a reunion... and 
you replied, bottom line “Give us * 


tons of money.’ 
RL: That's right... and that's the only * 
way it would work now. * 


BRUT: For making plans in case І win «а 
a Powerball jackpot — how much » 
would that be? (Laughs from all) * 


RL: |! don't know....the real problem < 
with making this happen is Cyril. 
Cyril is not that at home on stage, 
he really doesn't love performing Ҹ 
that much. We'd really have to talk 2 
him into it....and | think it would take 
a awful lot of money to get him to , 
actually be willing to go out on the 


stage again. | really think he's got : 


some sort of phobia about it. 
BRUT: What's he doing nowadays? 


RL: He doesn't do much. He stays at 
home a lot, and does a lot of draw- / 
ing. 

BRUT: Yeah, he's always been a de- * 
cent cartoonist. 7 


RL: And that seems to be his main ` 
focus when he’s not doing music. 


> 


BRUT: Where does Cyril live? 


м мж 
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RL: He's living here іп San Francisco, 
in the house he was raised in. 


* BRUT: For some reason, ў 

| thought | heard һе 

* had moved to Europe. 

v RL: No, he was over there 

H quite a bit with the band, 
but he’s living here. 


Ж 


“A BRUT: What are (George) Ё 
72 Alexander and (Tim) Lynch € 


doing? 


МА. RL: | don't know that much 4 

about it. | know George is 
МА — living in Novato, that’s in 
9p Marin County, and he's still 
a working at the PO, he’s been 
Ж there forever, has а good posi- 
a tion, and is making good 
money. Tim is living in Peta- 
loma, and | don't know exactly 


working for a mike (microphone?) Y 
company for a long time. 


BRUT: 
Chris Wilson's doing now? 


* RL: l've heard rumors here and there. 


7 He used to bop between London 
а апа Ғгапсе. 


wv BRUT 


m RL: Yes, he's definitely living over 
a there 


Maybe he’s the one | was 
thinking about who moved to 
Europe. 


a BRUT: | haven't heard anything about 
4 him since the CD’s he put out sev- 
a eral years ago, with Mike Wilhelm, 
Danny Mihm and James Ferrall and 
A е Sneetches. 

a RL: Yeah, Marilyn put out several of 
his CD's, as well as one of my live 
ча ones (“Action Shots” in ‘93). Chris 
came over here and did one show, 
а during which | got ир and sang with 
Ж him on "Slow Death," which ap- 

а peared оп his live CD. 


“A BRUT: Yeah, | recall that... it was the 
first time | ever heard you sing 
"Slow Death." Speaking of the old 
songs, question about the Flamin’ 
Groovies reissues that were put out 
over the past two years on Sun- 
dazed and Buddah (BMG). How 
are they selling? 


RL: | don’t know about the Sundazed 
reissue of “Supersnazz," but the two 

M BMG ones (“Flamingo” and 
1* "Teenage Head") are selling really 


well. | haven't seen any money 
У from them, but... 


Offhand, do you know what | 


what he's doing now, һе was СД, a 


BRUT: They 
both should sell well. 
Those are both legendary albums 
and they haven't been readily avail- 
able on CD in this country for quite 
some time. 


RL: Big Beat put them out in Europe 
several years ago, pretty much 
packaged in a similar manner, with 
extra tracks. | think Edsel put out a 
compilation called "Road House" 
that mixed up tracks from both of 
those LPs. 


BRUT: Do you ever see any money 
from all of those European reis- 
sues? 


RL: Just publishing money, songwrit- 
ing, nothing in the way of royalties. 


BRUT: If "Teenage Head” ever sells 
tons of copies, | wonder if Ry 
Cooder will come after you for bor- 
rowing the intro to "High Flying 
Baby" from his work with Captain 
Beefheart, on “Sure ‘Nuff ‘N Yes | 
Do?” | remember he tried to sue 
the Rolling Stones over stealing his 
licks for “Honky Tonk Women" 
years ago. 


RL: Well, there's some money in- 
volved there with the Rolling 
Stones, but surely not with me! 
(Laughs) 
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BRUT (DS): Г а ке to offer ебіне, 1 
tions to you on Ше San Francisco 
Chronicle article naming the Flamin’ * 
Groovies as #4 on the all-time list of 4 
Bay Area bands (Ed. Note: behind “ЯМ 
SIy & The Family Stone, Creedence 
Clearwater Revival, and the Grate- * 
ful Dead, but ahead of Santana, the 7 
Jefferson Airplane, Sons of Cham- u 
plin, Moby Grape, Boz Scaggs, etc., 
as well as other more commercially ` 
successful acts.) 


RL: Yes, that was pretty amazing! | 7” 
was very pleased with that. 


| BRUT (JO): Not only that, but І W$ 
. defended you on а Moby Grape // 
on-line message board (NOTE: 
_,they finished 10" on this list), /; 
“| where several posters slagged 

ù the Groovies as Merseybeat rip- /“ 
MM off artists and revivalists, slav- 
ishly copying the Beatles and 
, Byrds. | pointed out that they 4 
had obviously never heard the /77 
band in its original form, with ч 


‚ you fronting them. 
„КО Well, "Shake Some Ac- a 
tion” was really the first LP ' 

by the band that got any kind of 

wide distribution. That came out on u 

Sire, and most of the earlier stuff 

was very hard to find, so a lot of “ 

people агеп'{ even aware of it. 

“Shake Some Action” was really the “ 

first exposure а lot of people got 

a 


regarding the band. 
BRUT: There were also comments 
regarding the selection of Sly Stone a 
and company as the number опе чу 
band on that list. Admittedly, they УМ 
were very influential in later years. ^ 
v 
RL: Well, the critic who was in charge 
of putting that list together, Joel a 
Selvin, has a book coming out on 
Sly Stone. а 
v 


RL: Probably not a coincidence... and а 
| like Sly, but I'd never put him #1. | 77 
figured the Grateful Dead would 
probably top the list. 


BRUT: Aha, well that explains a lot! 


BRUT: But you're in pretty heady com- ,, 
pany there, with Sly and CCR and Ж, 
the Dead. | mean, those guys all ,” 
sold tons of records. 


RL: | think they considered the influ- Ж, 
ence that the band has had, as far ; 
as our being true to ourselves, and 
kinda punky and sort of raunchy for /”” 
San Francisco. a 


BRUT (DS): Talking about influences, * 
we all know, for example, who the 
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Velvet Underground influenced. 

a The original Groovies — how do 

; you see your influence manifested? 

a What bands, for example, did you 
* guys influence? 


RL: Hmmm, let's see.. 


BRUT (JO): If | may jump in here....off 
the top of my head, how about 
bands named Supersnazz, the 
American Soul Spiders (рге- 
Teengenerates), Teenage Head? 


// RL: There was also a group called 
a Bam Balaam... 


‘a BRUT: Also, look at the covers done 
/ of your songs over the years....(by 
“A Dictators, Yo La Tengo, Hoodoo 
y Gurus, Nashville Pussy, 9 Pound 
“ Hammer, etc., etc.) ..speaking of 
7 which, do you have а personal fa- 
ҚЫ 6 опе cover of one of your songs? 


RL: 
a 


BRUT: The most recent is Nashville 

М 6 Риззуз cover of “Heading For the 

Texas Border." Апа Blaine’s previ- 

а ous band, 9 Pound Hammer, did 
“Teenage Head." 


Ba: | have yet to hear Nashville 

A Ч Pussy’s version of that. I’ve heard 
about them, but haven’t seen them 
yet. 


» ш 


Probably the Dictators’ “Slow 


Death.” 


a 
ча BRUT: They're fun to watch... two 
good looking women, and if the mu- 
sic bores you, you can just watch 
a them! 

a BRUT: Going back to the influence of 
your old band: There was a band in 
DC in the late 70s and early 80s 
called Razz. Their chief claim to 
fame now is that Tommy Keene 
used to play in the band. 


RL: Yes, | remember the name. 


BRUT: They had a reunion gig in the 
mid 90's, it was one of the last 
shows | ever saw at the old 9:30 
Club... and | swear, half of their set 
list came from either “Teenage 
Head” or “Flamingo” - they’re just 
great songs to play! Апа lm sure 
this is something you're probably 
hearing for the first time. To an ex- 
tent, | think the Groovies’ influence 
extends far and wide, and beyond 
just bands recording the occasional 
cover or naming themselves after 
your songs. 


RL: Well, personally, | always enjoy 
hearing other peoples’ interpreta- 
tions o one of my Songs, to see 
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BRUT: 


what they dig about it, what they 
found in it. 


BRUT: Another example: the Scan- 


danavian band the Turpentines put 
out an album about two years ago. 
The second cut on the first side, 
called, | think “Move Fast" ог 
“Better Move” or something like 
that... the guitar break in that song 
contains the intro of “Second 
Cousin," note for note. 


Wow! Once in a while, | hear 
about things like that cropping up — 
and I’m always pleased to hear it — 
but lm also just waiting for that big 
paycheck from all of this! I’m wait- 
ing for some new group to cover 
one of my songs, and the album 
goes quadruple platinum, maybe, 
and | get a huge check from it! 


| wonder how much money the 
Misfits got from Metallica covering 
some of their old songs? А general 
question: Has there ever been a 
band in Rock & Roll history with as 
wide a disparity between the killer 
record reviews and lack of sales as 
the Flamin' Groovies? | mean, the 
critics just loved all of your records, 
and га like to think that the more 
intelligent fans in the know also 
loved them; but then | read the in- 
terviews with you guys, and it 
seems like none of you made any 
money at all from all our 
work. 


It's pretty amazing! 
And you know, 
some people actu- 
ally think that we 
were huge at one 
point, and we 
got rich from 
the music, and 
| tell them 
"No, we were 
never huge, 
and we 
never 
made all 
that 
much 


money." 
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And I was in the band from the start, C 
1965, through about 1971 — six 


years. “a 


BRUT: Now, your solo, post-Groovies а 
career, | guess it started with the .. 
Skydog single that came out from 
the band іп ‘72 — "Can't Explain" . 
and “Little Queenie?” u 


RL: | was on "Can't Explain,” Chris ЖА 
Wilson was on “Little Queenie." We ;; 
recorded "Can't Explain" while doing * 
the "Teenage Head" album, but we ,, 
never finished it, never did any 
overdubs or a final vocal on it. So 
its kind of a demo version that had 
hung around for awhile, and it finally 
showed up on that single. 


BRUT: Then the next thing | remem- 
ber seeing of yours was the "Artistic ,. 
As Hell" EP (1978), which surprised W& 
me when | saw it in the record store, 
so | snapped it up. | had a question ғ 
about this EP, which | answered 


myself the other day when reading 7 
an interview of yours on the inter- 
net Why you dedicated this EP to 


Cissy Spacek and Jackie Morning- 
star? И ішпе а out you had а crush a 
on Ms. Spacek, and Jackie Morn- 
ingstar's the real name of the guy WM 
who wrote “Rocking In The Grave- 
yard." ч 
RL: Yeah, that’s one of my all-time A N 
favorite Rockabilly tunes, which | 
ended up covering on “Out After = Á 
Dark." ан 


BRUT: And covered quite a 
well, Vil Ша 
Speaking а 
“Rocking In The 
Graveyard," and а 
skipping ahead а few 
years, | noticed i in your а 
live “Action 
Shots” (1993) that some a 
of it was apparently re- 
corded at the same ‘91 

DC area show (Twist & 
Shout club in Bethesda, а 
MD) where you also ге- 
corded the Live EP (“5 or 6 Ҹа 
By Еме Live"). How much of 7 
that ІР came from the DC 4 
show? 


lii 


RL: | think just “Teenage Head." , 


BRUT (JO): Unfortunately, | // 
missed that show because of car 
trouble that day. | live about 25 ог /7 
30 miles from Bethesda, and | just 
couldn't get there that night. Have 7 
you heard the live CD that нъ 
Planet Rockers (opening act) put // 
out from that show? At the end of 
their set, Sonny George tells the 7 


61 


crowd that “Roy Loney’s coming up 
next." 


* RL: Yes, l've heard that, that's cool. 
` That was a really good show, it was 


a lot of fun. 

* BRUT: The Planet Rockers are always 

great! | last saw them opening up 

* at, | think, Phantasmagoria in 

у Wheaton, Maryland, a couple of 

“A — years ago, for Ronnie Dawson. In 

Ж the interview we did with Ronnie 

a awhile back, he named Eddie Angel 

as his favorite guitar player of those 

a he’s had playing with him. 

а RL: Really? Yeah, the Planet Rockers 

/// ate terrific! We played with Ronnie 
a couple of times ourselves. It’s 

// always fun. 

‘BRUT: God, that would be a great 
show! Back to your solo stuff here 
l'm looking through......let me ask 
you a question - If you had to pick 
through all of your post-Groovies 
recordings for a single, or even a 
double "Best of’ album, what would 
you put on it? 


* RL: Well, | like a lot of stuff from "Out 

After Dark." At least 5 or 6 tracks 

A N would be from that one. | really like 

y “Neat Petite," “Born To Be Your 
ч Еоо!,” апа “Рһапїот Момег." 


“ BRUT: Тһе songs from it that you've 
been doing live all these years? 


a RL: Exactly. And Га put “Emmy 
Emmy” on it from “Phantom 
u Tracks," and probably "Don't Be- 


lieve Those Lies.” I’m looking at the 
‘a records myself as we're going 
through this. | don't know if га put 
а anything on it from “Contents Under 
Pressure," that was a weird record. 
a 
BRUT: Actually, | really like your cover 
of the Easybeats’ “Sorry” on that 
one. It’s such a great live set open- 
ing song, | think. 


L: Yeah, | would probably include 
that, but it would be the only thing 
from that album. | really like that 
song. From “Rock & Roll Dance 
Party," Га include “Panic To А 
Manic Degree” and “Lana Lee." | 
like a lot of the stuff on “Fast and 
Loose," too — “You Сап! Be Too 
Wild," “Fast & Loose," “Hey Wait- 
ress.” 


BRUT: “Hey Waitress” is such a killer 
country song! Has anyone ever 
offered to cover that? 
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. No, and | wish they would! 
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BRUT: Yeah, that would ме дгеа! 
covered by, say, Johnny Paycheck 
or George Jones. 


RL: Yes, it would, | wish they’d do 
that...at one point, Fats Domino 
was thinking of covering "Lana Lee," 
but for some reason, it just never 
came about. 


BRUT: And that would be a perfect 
song for him. It sounds like one of 
his songs. 


RL: Exactly. You know, there's been 
talk over the years about putting 
together a "Prime Movers," a "Best 
of the Phantom Movers" compilation 
like we're talking about now, but it 
just hasn't come together. There 
are a couple of different labels inter- 
ested in it. I’m sure it will happen 
eventually. The guy Maury at Solid 
Smoke, he wants a lot of money. 


BRUT: So Solid Smoke is still around? 


RL: Only in the sense that there are 
two partners who still own the stuff, 
and will want to be paid to re- 
release it. There's no money in it 
for me, other than publishing at this 
point. 


BRUT: “Scientific Bombs Away” — 
which, in my opinion, may be your 
best all-around recording. 


RL: You think so? | think Из very 
primitive sounding, it’s the first one | 
ever produced myself. | put up the 
money myself, produced it, and | 
like it, | think it’s very raw sounding. 
It almost sounds like demos to me, 
but | do like it. 


BRUT: That leaves your last studio 
effort, “Full Grown Head," with the 
Long Shots, which, between you 
and me, has the definitive version of 
“Slow Death.” | think you really 
nailed the song head on! 


RL: Ме too, | agree. | honestly think if 
the song is ever used in, let’s say, a 
movie, that’s the version. 


BRUT: lve always personally felt that 
Cyril and Chris and company re- 
corded one of the very best 45s 
ever with the original version of 
“Slow Death." But yours just feels 
more intense. 


RL: Mine’s definitely raunchier. The 
one they recorded with Edmunds is 
a little too clean. Mine has more of 
an edge. 


BRUT: Looking at "Full Grown Head." 
Who did “I'll Come Running" origi- 
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nally? 
RL: Lulu. И was one of her singles. 


BRUT: Yeah, it’s always fun trying to a 
figure out who you're covering. 22 
Who did the original "Bip Bop Ҹ 
Boom" (from "Scientific Bombs 4 


Away”)? k 
RL: Mickey Hawks. * 
BRUT: "Nobody" and "Feel So Fine," `a 

also from “Scientific” are kind of / 


standards. | Whose versions in- 
spired you to cover them? 


RL: “Nobody” — we took that from ”” 
Geraint Watkins.. 


BRUT: The keyboard and accordion * 
player for Dave Edmunds? 


RL: The same. He also put out a solo" 
album called “Geraint Watkins and W 
the Dominators." Dave Edmunds 
used to let him sing that song live. | X 
got my version from his solo record. 


BRUT: "Feel So Fine": | believe І have 7 
a decent version of that Уа 


Screamin’ Jay Hawkins.... 

RL: Well, Shirley & Lee did it first, then a 
there was a version by Johnny Pre- ғ 
ston, who did “Running Bear.” Апа 
Slade did a really weird version of it ч 
as well, on “Slade Live." It’s рап of 
a medley (Ed. Note: Medley with а 
“Let The Good Times Roll”). | don't 
recall really thinking of any one ver- * 
sion when | did it. I’ve always liked 


that song. 2 
3 “a 
BRUT: Looking at your vinyl, апа 
speaking of primitive awhile back, u 
you did that EP with the A-Bones in 


93. a 


BRUT (DS): One of the worst bands “АМ 
l've ever seen live! Although | like | 
them very much. 


RL: Well, they're not a great band, `a 
they're like fans as a band. 


BRUT (JO): Their records are good. | 
like some of their albums, like the WA 
Benny Joy tribute. And Billy and . 
Miriam have been writing great stuff WA 
about the music for so many years, |” 
and their label is great (Norton). WW 

RL: Well, they just love the music so Wi 
much that | can't fault them. But no, ^'^ 
they're not a particularly great band. b Y 


BRUT: They at least play in tune on а 
Ше records, but they’re just so 
sloppy live. | wish they'd put out '* 
another issue of Kicks sometime! 7 


Wr dda ddd a ddididdie de 


a RL: | don't know when we'll see an- 
Д other Kicks. | just talked with Billy 
a and Miriam yesterday. 
YA BRUT: You did? So when іп the Hell's 
the next issue? 


^ RL: Ah, they don't even want to talk 


W about it... 

YA BRUT:  Brutarian comes out more 
regularly than Kicks! 
"BRUT: Іт looking at the very last re- 


cord of yours that | bought, your EP 
called "Record Party." Who's the 
one-hit Merseybeat band that did 
Yj "She's The One?" 
% RL: The Chartbusters, and yes, it was 
their only hit. 


* BRUT: Апа you covered the Kinks 
И song (“Who'll Be The Next In Line”) 
a and “Move It, Baby," by? 


* RL: Simon Scott, a British guy, and it 
// маз his only hit in America. 


Wy BRUT: A funny thing, around the 
same time | bought this EP, | also 
7 found the latest LP by the Scottish 
а beat group, Тһе Кавегв — a live LP 
7 they recorded in Indiana. They also 
* do a great version of "She's The 
^ One’ on that album. 
a RL: There's also a good version of 
* that by Dr. Feelgood. 
4 BRUT: | remember that! Other ques- 
9» tions | have here: how about your 
A favorite places to play, other than 
% Spain? 
a RL: Detroit used to be great for us 
7’ ^ back in the old days, | don't know 
` how that would be now. Ilove play- 
MA ing on the East coast, | love New 
* York, it's great playing there. 
‚ BRUT: The next time you hit the East 
coast, how about hitting the Balti- 
more/Washington area? 


Á RL: Well, а love to, but | just don't 
know at this point. 


// BRUT: Тһе problem with DC is the 
lack of decent clubs to play. We've 
got the Black Cat, and maybe the 
lota, but.. for example, Ronnie 
Dawson, the last time he played 
DC, appeared at the lota. When we 
interviewed him, he said he would 
have loved to come back there, but 
the club owner offered him like 2596 
less money than he paid him last 
у time, to play there again — and he 
9 packed the place to the rafters the 


last time he played there. 


RL: Ronnie knows what he’s worth, 
and he’s not going to play cheap. | 
don't know where I’d play there, but 
my current plans are to go to New 
York City in September. Chris 
Cush, who's in my New York band, 
runs Mojo Guitars in the East Vil- 
lage. And he wants to do a 15 year 
anniversary of Mojo Guitars show. 
We would play, along with some 
other bands. 


BRUT: Who else is in your New York 
band? 


RL: Peter Stewart, Chris Cush, Chris 
Butler, who was the songwriter and 
lead guitarist with the Waitresses, 
and Alex Cotino, who was in a band 
called Das Damen. Peter Stewart 
and Chris Cush were also in a band 
called the Headless Horsemen. 


BRUT: And those are the guys who 
played with you at the Acme Under- 
ground in '98? 


RL: Yeah, what happened was Chris 
Cush called me and asked me if I'd 
come and do a show that was es- 
sentialy just the "Teenage Head" 
album. They'd learn it, and all Га 
have to до is show up and sing it. | 
said "sure, why not? Let's do it!" 
They ended up also learning about 
half of "Flamingo" plus some other 
things. And that was the show you 
saw. 


BRUT: Yeah, that definitely had the 
feeling of a special show. t was 
more of an old Groovies show than 
a Roy Loney show, material-wise. 
Was Bernie Kugel (Mystic Eyes) 
playing with you that night? 


RL: No, he was in one of the other 
bands that played there that night. 


BRUT: For some reason, | thought he 
was in your band. Somebody in the 
club audience that night may have 
told me that... and | was about half- 
way back in the club, it was so 
mobbed! Who was the guy doing 
the Cyril Jordan vocals on 
"Yesterday's Numbers" and 
"Whiskey Women?" 


RL: That was Peter Stewart. Also, in 
addition to those guys | named, | 
brought along Larry Lea, my long- 
time guitar player. 
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BRUT: |f! recall, you also had some a 
guests get up and play with you. ч 

RL: Yeah, Lenny Kaye got up and ч 
played a couple of songs with us. 7 
That was a great show, | loved it! A Ч 

BRUT: Well, it looks like we've pretty Wi 
much exhausted all of our supply of | 
questions. Do you know, by апу Ж 
chance, when the Safety Pins tribute |” 
CD is coming out? 


RL: No, | don't. | really don't know that а 
much about it, I've gotten most of < 
my information from Scott # 
McCaughey of the Fellows (Note: * 
and Long Shots). The last | heard, Ж 
they were still waiting on some Ча 
tracks from people. 77 


вкит: Kike, from the Pleasure ; 
Fuckers (who also runs the Safety W& 
Pins label) — Dom almost had the /// 
pleasure of putting the band up for ч 
several days, a couple of years ago, vy, 
when they were playing with Nash- * 
ville Pussy in Baltimore. Nashville 
Pussy used to stay at his house v 
when they played this area. ) 


Wil) 


BRUT (DS): Yeah, | put them up аа 
couple of times. Ж” 


BRUT (JO): Dom got some worn pant- a 
ies from Corey the bass player as a “a 
present, and he just got about, what, 
$100 or so from auctioning them on 
eBay? Me! 

BRUT (DS): Yeah, it was. (Laughs ` 
from all) Му girlfriend said “you ei- WÀ 
ther get rid of those, or you get rid of * 


me!" 


BRUT: (Some enjoyable incessant * 
babbling back and forth ensues for а % 
few minutes. We cut here to the 77 
end of the interview.) Well, l'm sure * 
you're pretty tired from this, but we ^^ 
thank you for taking the time to talk * 
with us! ДА 


7 


RL: So you had to do it then? 


BRUT (DS): Yeah, ! had no choice. 


BRUT (JO): Yes, we really appreciate 7. 
it * 


RL: No problem! You got my num- * 
ber — give me a call if you think of * 
anything else you missed. 7 


"999999599995 9» » 9» 9» » » » » » y y y » 4 


63 


Robert Belfour 


What’s Wrong With You 
(Fat Possum) 


Fat Possum has gone and done it again: 
they’ve found yet another unrecorded Missis- 
sippi bluesman, in the form of Robert Belfour. 
This one, though, is a real find — a musician, 
who can actually sing and play the guitar in a 
more coherent, less primitive manner than in 
the case of many of the label’s stable of 
crackpots, psychopaths, and eccentrics (T- 
Model Ford, Cedell Davis, Paul "Wine" 
Jones, etc.), as well as their more traditional 
bluesmen who can only play in one particular 
style, no matter how well they do it — R.L. 
Burnside, Junior Kimbrough, Robert Cage. 
Belfour is a highly accomplished acoustic 
picker and singer, who, frankly, seems per- 
haps a little too sophisticated and/or talented 
in the traditional sense for this label 
(compare his 2 Junior Kimbrough covers to 
the originals)... but, then again, no one else 
has ever seen fit to sign and record this man. 
Highly recommended. 

-John Oliver 


The Blacks 


Just Like Home 
(Bloodshot) 


If, like us, you grew up listening to Gram Par- 
sons, The Flying Burrito Brothers and The 
Byrds, you know that most of this No- 
Depression, alt-country stuff is little more 
than poo. There are exceptions but you've 
got to dig deep, real deep, look in the back- 
waters. To the small labels where you'll find 
combos like The Handsome Family, Trailer 
Bride and, of course Chi-Town's The Blacks. 
Now, we're not sure if we've been sent The 
Black's latest disc or a previous disc — ap- 
parently there was a mix-up at the pressing 
plant — but we've been playing the hell out 
of Just Like Home, and what it is: quirky, 
infectiously melodic songs cunningly ar- 
ranged,  arrestingly performed, drawing 
equally from the country and rock side of 
things. On the drawing board, the schematic 
show the band to consist of three pieces - 
drums, upright bass, guitar/banjo) and dual 
male-female vocals; but thats merely the 
underpinning for the compositions. There's 
trumpet, saw, lap steel, organ, piano, layered 
harmonies, violin; hell it gets positively or- 
chestral at times. Lyrics leave a lot of food 


64 Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 


Гог thought, too, and sometimes, as with 
“Goin’ Out West,” will just leave you shak- 
ing your head in wonder апа bewilder- 
ment. 

-Dom Salemi 


Nikki and the Corvettes 
Nikki and the Corvettes 


Smalistone 
Smallstone 


The Embrooks 
Our New Day 


Duane Peters 


and the Hunns 
Unite 


Psychotic Youth 


Steroids 
(Bomp!) 


Yes, all these discs are on 
BOMP!, the legendary LA 
outsider rock label which 
appears to still be goi 
strong. We 72 
һауе five ' 
CDs to let you 
іп оп here. 
Five CDs: 
different, all 
swinging, * 
boss. With only © 
one reissue in the 
bunch. 

The  reissue 
courtesy of the im- 
possibly beautiful, 
Nikki (with her Cor- 7 
vettes): bratty 60s girl-pop 
busying itself with rock and sex and cars. 
Has a kind of hush that keeps it from 
sounding dated. 

Smallstone’s debut gives thanks to 
The Beatles, but we think it owes more to 
LA’s Paisley Underground movement 
what with its soaring harmonies, swirling 
psychedelic textures, chiming guitars and 
trippy melodies. Picture yourself in a boat 
on ariver. Lie back... and float away... 

The Embrooks are the band that 
would have fit far better on a bill with The 
Fab Four. Cavern-Club era especially as 
The Embrooks gritty British-invasion styl- 
ings attest. Familiar without sounding at 
all derivative. 

Duane Peters and The Huns look 
terribly fierce and, Oy Vey! do they play a 
fierce brand of British working class punk 
that's pretty damn catchy. No mean feat. 

Last, and certainly not least, Psy- 
chotic Youth gives us a collection of 
tuneful hard pop with a distinctive LA 


new-wave edge. Kinda. Sorta. Hard to 
pin down in a few phrases a wild, force of 
nature like these here yutes. 

-Dom Salemi 


Cheater Slicks 


Refried Dreams 
(In The Red) 


Six records of uncommon brilliance in the 
last decade and not even a passing men- 
tion in the Trouser Press Guide to alterna- 
tive rock. Hell, even local ghoulabillies, 
Date Bait, are mentioned in 
the aforemen- 
tioned and 
they've only got 
one vanity re- 
lease under their 
belts. Well, pod- 
nah, let's start rec- 
tifying the situation: 
You are hereby 
ordered 


to read on. You want mel- 
ancholy, the kind poseurs like the 
Squating Zucchinis or Honking Pumpkins 
or whatever the hell the name of that 
band with the bald guy calls itself wish 
they could play? You get it here in 
spades along with hard-edged, out-of- 
control rock. Lots of noise, feedback and 
caterwauling too, even on the lugubrious 
exercises. And they play with an intensity 
few bands can match. 

-Dom Salemi 


Chicane 


Behind The Sun 
(Columbia) 


Underworld 
Everything, Everything 
(V2) 


From Nike television spots to Rolling 
Stones' covers, the art collective known 
as Underworld has got it going on. Their 
latest disc, a LIVE thang culled from 
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eighteen months worth of performances 
across Planet Earth, absolutely, posi- 
tively, at this time, must be considered the 
dernier mot in experimental electronic 
dance soundings. Hence the title, as this 
is all one could want. In anything and in 
everything. Unapologetically ravistic, this 
delightful bit of propulsive frippery more 
than likely will keep ecstasy makers in 
business for years to come. 

If you're looking for a mellower syn- 
thetic extravaganza, bend an ear to inter- 
national mix-master Chicane's latest. My 
dears, it's just too too upper crust charm 
stooping to conquer through adroit mixing 
of "dancefloor suss" with ethereal melo- 
dies. While only "Saltwater" (from a Clan- 
nad ditty) and “Halycon” are likely become 
dancefloor classics, any man who can 
render Bryan Adams palatable deserves 
your respect. 

-Dom Salemi 


Dave Clark Five 
Glad All OverlDC 5 Returns 
American Tour!Coast То 
Coast 
Weekend In LondonlHaving A 
Wild Weekend 
I Like It Like Тһа Тгу Too 
Hard 
(Rock In Box, Rock In Beat Records - 
Hungarian Import) 


The reputation of and mystique about the 
musical legacy of the Dave Clark Five has 
grown in direct proportion over the years 
to the unavailability of their music on any- 
thing other than their original LP’s from 
the 60s — and, if my copies of these plat- 
ters аге any indication, I’m guessing most 
of these are pretty scratched up and 
rough sounding by this point. Dave Clark 
himself owns all of their master tapes, as 
well as the exclusive right to put out any 
of this stuff on CD if he so chooses. Once 
in a blue moon, he graces us with a re- 
lease — the great sounding double CD, 
History of the Dave Clark Five, several 
years ago, for example, which was out of 
print within about a month after it was re- 
leased. Why Clark hasn't released their 
LPs individually, and what exactly he's 
waiting for, only he seems to know. 
Based on the History set, it certainly can't 
be the quality of the music — most of the 
material on that set, admittedly a "greatest 
hits" package, confirms the long-held no- 
tion that the Dave Clark Five were every 
bit the equal of the Beatles circa 64-65 as 
far as making singles goes. 

Thankfully, some enterprising bootleg- 
gers from Hungary managed to obtain 
clean-sounding mono copies of, to this 
point, the DC5's first eight albums, and 
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they've released them on four CDs over 
the past six months. These are some- 
what difficult to find — I’ve purchased my 
copies through European sources and 
eBay auctions. While they're definitely 
worth getting your hands on, listening to 
these LPs once again tends to put the 
band into their proper perspective, at least 
for me. While they made excellent sin- 
gles from 1964 10 1966, their long players 
are light years behind the Beatles' albums 
in overall start-to-finish quality. Each of 
these vinyl pieces has about three to four 
duff cuts (including most of their cocktail 
lounge-sounding instrumentals) that pre- 
vent the overall album from ever being 
labeled a “classic.” In other words, their 
early 33-1/3 LPs were not unlike those of 
the Stones or Kinks... and, while Mike 
Smith was a great singer and the produc- 
tion of these records was far ahead of its 
time, the DC5 didn't have the songwriting 
chops of those two bands to last as long. 
Still worthwhile purchases, if you can find 
them... but Га recommend the History Of 
set first. 

-John Oliver 


Giuecifer 
Tender Is The Savage 
(Sub Pop) 


This is Gluecifer's fourth or fifth (or sixth?) 
disc, l'm not sure which... as I'm not really 
sure if all of their European releases have 
come out Stateside yet. | do know one 
thing — these butt-stomping rockers from 
Norway haven't toned down their intensity 
(or apparently their live act, as a live bo- 
nus EP is included here) one iota yet. 
This, their latest effort, keeps the firs of 
Detroit/MC5/Stooges-influenced rock 
burning full blast, with more tuneful, gui- 
tar-blasting songs about Hellfire, damna- 
tion, violence, drinking, war, and, this 
time, as an added bonus, a track about 
pro wrestling's "Sweet Man,' Sputnik 
Monroe — a brawling hellraiser in his time 
(50s and 60s) - the type now needed 
more than ever in that WWF and WCW 
soap opera trash on TV claiming to be 
"professional wrestling." As even more of 
a bonus — unlike in the case of label 
mates the Hellacopters, Sub Pop didn't 
back off any on the knobs in the studio 


Gluecifer 


while recording this bad boy — Gluecifer 
sounds as wicked as ever. Buy this, god- 
dammit! 

-John Oliver 


James Hand 
Evil Things 
(Cold Spring Records) 


This is James Hand's second full-length 
CD, after Shadows Where The Magic 
Was, released in 1999 on the Crystal 
Clear Sound label (impossible to find in 
stores, but Amazon.com has it). He's 
apparently been content to stay in Texas, 
making his own brand of gen-u-wine old 
fashioned Texas honky-tonk music for the 
past several decades - he must be at 
least in his late forties now. Hand's sound 
harkens back to Ray Price and Faron 
Young from the 50s, he has that tears-in- 
the voice quality shared by the better 
Texas/C&W troubadours, and he's capa- 
ble of writing the real thing as well 
(witness "In the Corner, At the Table, By 
the Jukebox,” or "I Hope She Loves You 
(Enough To Tell A Lie)")... which means 
he has next to no chance of ever getting 
played on what passes for country radio 
nowadays. | loaned this CD to a lady 
friend of mine at work, who's a huge C&W 
fan. She didn't like it, stating "I usually 
like this old type stuff, but | just dont 
know... | didn't know any of his songs, 
and his voice just has that quiver in it." 
Thank God that Faron and Ray and 
George Jones, etc., had the good sense 
to be born at a time when it was the voice 
and the tunes that mattered not how you 
looked in tight jeans and an oversized 
cowboy hat. By the way, Mr. Hand's first 
disc, the aforementioned Shadows, is 
even better than this one. 

-John Oliver 


The Horrors 


The Horrors 
(In The Red) 


And the winner for the most insane disc of 
the year? Why, naturally, the debut effort 
by a threesome of twenty-one year olds 
from Cedar Rapids, lowa. Kind of taking 
a risk there with that name, methinks; still, 
its quite apparent that these boys just 
don't care as they haven't bothered to 
record what you and | might think of as 
“songs.” No, what you get is screaming, 
primitive sound, psychotic drumming and 
guitar and bass not so much played as 
attacked. But don’t take our word for it, 
get this and make a friend of horror — 
horror and moral terror. 

-Dom Salemi 


Brutarian #31 — Fall 2000 


Screamin’ Jay Hawkins 
Best Of The Bizarre Sessions 


1990-1994 
(Manifesto) 


For those of you who think Screamin’ Jay 


SCREAMIN 
JAY HAWKINS 


est of the 
Bizarre Sessions: 
1990-1994 


passed on sometime in the 50s and not 
just a few months ago, we have proof. 
Well, at least that he lived until 1994, this 
“best of,” eighteen wigged-out bits of busi- 
ness from a man who gave new meaning 
to the word “crazy.” Okay, not all of it is 
that wild wacky and weird. There’s a seri- 
ous reading of “О! Man River” for exactly 
one minute and twenty-eight seconds and 
the two Tom Waits’ covers veer danger- 
ously close to what one might call a re- 
spectful interpretation; but the rest is 
shure nuff swampy and smokey and scin- 
tillatin. Rest in peace, Jay, we hope the 
party never stops for you up in Heaven. 
-Dom Salemi 


Cub Koda and The Points 


Noise Monkeys 
(Jbird Records) 


This is the follow-up to Cub and The 
Points' debut from 1981. Yup, you heard 
right, nineteen years for the sophomore 
release. Unfortunately, it also appears to 
be the last thing ever recorded by the late 
Mr. Koda (died 7/1/00, kidney disease)... 
BUT possibly NOT the last one ever re- 
leased, if anyone sees fit to reissue any of 
his older out-of-print work (How about the 
Cub Digs Chuck and Cub Digs Bo tribute 
LPs?), not to mention the (most likely) 
hours and hours of tapes he probably re- 
corded over the past thirty-five years. 
We've seen LPs and CDs from his teen- 
age years in the 60s (Del-Tinos), 70s 
(Brownsville Station), 80s and 90s (two 
LPs with The Points, several with Hound 
Dog Taylor's former band, The House- 
rockers, plus solo releases galore) — and 
practically all of it is impossible to find 


now in record stores! Why? | had to order 
Noise Monkeys, his latest, via his record 
label’s web site... and | still haven’t seen it 
in a Tower Records yet... and I'll venture to 
say this disc is better than 99% of what's 
being peddled in those stores. Roots rock 
& roll is dying on the vine as | type this, 
but... ah Hell, on with the review! This 
thang has rockers, it has well-known cov- 
ers, it has obscure covers, it has some just 
plain silly shit (cover of the old Raunch 
Hands' song about a girl biting off a guy's 
schlong), and some songs which are a 
combination of the above (the aforemen- 
tioned plus "Fast Food — Slow Death’). 
other words, a typical Cub Koda release. 
The man knew how to have fun in the stu- 
dio, while rocking his ever-lovin' ass off! 
Іт sure he's somewhere now, writing liner 
notes, compiling more King Uszniewicz & 
the Uszniewicztones "recently discovered 
tapes" (Cub went to his grave, never dis- 
closing whether the band ever existed, or if 
it was just an elaborate inside joke he 
played on us), and jamming with Hound 
Dog Taylor. Cub, we miss you — entertain 
us when we get there! 

P.S.: And I haven't even gotten into the 
man's record reviews in Goldmine and Dis- 
coveries, as well as his other written 
works... more on those later... 

-John Oliver 


Leatherface 


Horsebox 
(BYO) 


This is Leatherface's first full-length in 
about seven years (for five of those years, 
the band was either split up or just inac- 
tive), as in the case of their split LP with 
Hot Water Music from 1998, their signature 
wall-of-sound and Frankie Stubb's singing 
and songwriting chops remains intact. To 
the uninitiated, the most convenient way to 
describe Sunderland, England-based 
Leatherface is a much more tuneful Motor- 
head combined with a heavier Husker Du, 
with some Snuff thrown in. Or this way: 
two very loud and distorted but muted gui- 
tars generally playing counterpoint in sup- 
port of Mr. Stubb’s sandpaper vocalizing, 
the whole kaboodle coming together, 
somehow, in a very melodic way. For a 
quick point of reference, their covers gen- 
erally consist of well-known songs — Cyndi 
Laupers "True Colors,” "Candle in the 
Wind," "Message in a Bottle" — pounded 
into heavy oblivion. The originals, how- 
ever, are equally as catchy. Personally, ! 
only found out about this band over the 
past two years... but | have since gone out 
and obtained copies of all of their now very 
hard to find LPs and CDs. Falling into the 
"must have" category are their third and 


SIR ESTRUS 


new release mid-issue update August 2008 


TE 


val 1 вит 2 — Nomber 38 Freg 
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se are out from the shadows ta spread THE MONKEYWRENCH sound! 

p Stack 349 THE d began to write new €: А sec 
CH | of 


back! The beast that st 


қ he теі infected rane. а сай il to ams үөү the "Electric Children” bring ax the ha 
ment da p VERSION LIMITED EDITION OF 2,000 COPIES PRESSED ON SUPA-DELUXE 180 GRAM VIRGIN VINYL! 


THE VON ZIPPERS "Blitzhacker" CD-ONLY Е51270 $12.50 e pad i in USA 
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SOLEDAD BROTHERS “Soledad Brathers” LP/CD ESTTI $9.50 LP / $12.50 CD 
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т лес testis e SOLEDAD BROTHERS LP/CD. 
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THE BOBBYTEENS "Not So Sweet" CD Е512740 $12.50 CD-ONLY 
Those sticky, sweet bubblegum rockers THE BOBBYTEENS are hack at it again bayz with their 2nd full 
length pounder the "Not Sa Sweet" CD. Eleven short n° sweet sangs about boys, sex, bays, heart- 
breaks, bays amd rack n roll from this San Franciscan trash rock pedigreed foursome (two er- 
Trashwomen & опе ex-Mummie/Phantam Surfer)! Re up, ratbox guitar power chore slop pop chops 
that pounds like a backseat banshee i t! Think Runaways, The Ramones, Nikki & The Corvettes, Real 

atro.. sweaty leather jumpsuits, high heels, fast cars, pawer chords and a bottie of booze 28. 
These gals have traded in their roller derby skates for switchblades and a pack of smokes..so strap'e 
on, líght'em up and get ready ta get it on with THE BOBBYTEENS and their "Not Sa Sweet” CD! | 


GOLDEN GUINEAS "Shit Or Bust!” 7” EP Е57150 $t. 50 ppd in USA 
THE REVOLUTION WILL ВЕ AMPLIFIED!! Yeah! Rock Action Army comin’ thra. It's the four man assaut team called 
the GOLDEN GUINEAS. Куп Brian Bic jim, Wid Wid fane an’ Demolition Dave KNOW guitars don't change the World 
‘heir mamas didn't raise no fools, fool) an’ they just wanna rock yours, baby! The first Rock Action salvo to biw your 
backs off is а 45 extended play buzzhomb by the name Ф "Shit or Bust", spreadin’ the word of excessive wattage 
(Tur It Up’), naked amphetamine abuse (Roadside Repair’), an’ howin' down to lost soldiers of the Rock Action Army 
(Supercharger's "АЙ About му). Maíntand Europe & the Americas better watch their backs ‘ces the GOLDEN GUINEAS 
will be takin’ the iron Bird(nan? pretty soon to Search (put others to join the action) and Destroy!! “The GOLDEN GUINEAS: 
old enough to know Пеег. 190 fuckin’ cool to care?" LIMITED EDITION OF 1,000 COPIES. FIRST 100 RED WAX! 


SWITCH TROUT “Under The Wire” 7” EP ES7147 $4.50 ppd USA 
Time to strap on these electric snowshoes ‘cause Japans’ brain blisterin' all instro fuzz gunners the SWITCH 
TROUT have thrown out the high tension power line and dredged up three brand new post “Psycho Action” 
blasts of Wrayman inspired trash оп their “Under The Wire" 7” ер. Ragged П raw non-surf madness from 
these risin’ sons of bitches that'll have you peelin’ up the floor and hashing down doors! Ward is the SWITCH 
TROUT are gonna FINALLY be making their way to the 0.5, later this year, so peel those eyes, swat those 
flies and and prime it up with the SWITCH TROUT “Under The Wire” 7” ep! LIMITED EDITION OF 1,080 
COPIES. FULL COLOR TROUT-Q-FONIC JACKET BY JOHNNY BARTLETT. Also Available fram SWITCH TROUT: 
“Psyche Action!” CD, "Rod Action” 7" ер, "Psychodestruct" 2x7”. (ESTRUS CRUST CLUB RELEASE) 


THE SEWERGROOVES “7TH FLOOR" 7” Single ES7148 $3.98 ppd in USA 
Straight from the Sewer to the "Seventh Floor", THE SEWERGROOVES are back with two new 
racks of dirty ГТ! smack on their “Seventh Floor" 7" ЕР. „Но off the heels of last year's power 
poundin’ "Songs From the Sewer” LP/CD, these Stockholmian volume priests show that they still 
got more than a ittie Urge for Overkill. 2017 cuts are big and bad, hook filed guitar charged side- 
swipes that go down like a warm beer chased with a cold shot of week old whisky. Another fuit- 
length LP/CD is in the works and talk of a second swing thru the U.S.A. this year as well...So, hop 
that one way elevator ta the “Seventh Floor” with THE SEWERGROOVES! LIMITED EDITION OF 1,000 
COPIES. note; THE SEWERGRODVES feature Robert Hellacopter on drums. (ESTRUS CRUST CLUB RELEASE) 


THE ROYAL FINGERS "Speed Crazy" 7” EP ES7152 $4.50 ppd USA Г 2 | speed с crazy 


Grab hold of that sandblaster Fester, and get ready to shake it on down to the high energy reverb 
drenched Eleki-boam sounds of Japans’ boss number one Speed King A Go Go all instro-mental trio | " 
THE ROYAL FINGERS and their debut Estrus Records three-song seven-inch ep..." Speed Crazy"! | 1 
Sammy, Devil, and Mick-0 ignite the same pra-surf instro excitement as fellow Japanese instro- 
masters JACKIE AND THE CEDRICS, and recent shows in their homeland with THE PHANTOM 


Mind your on and ui ух 
is like gasoline, quick ta burn wi 


E 


‘GOLDEN GUINEAS E 


SURFERS has started THE ROYAL FINGERS flag а" flappin' here stateside...so wax down that shrunk- 
en head and flash those digits..here comes THE ROYAL FINGERS! FULL-COLOR SLEEVE BY JOHN- 
NY BARTLETT. LIMITED EDITION OF 1,000 COPIES. FIRST 100 COPIES PRESSED ON BLUE WAX! 


ESTRUS RECORDS P.O. Box 2125 Bellingham, WA 98227 
www.estrus.com 
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fourth long players from 1991-1992 — 
Mush and Minx. Both of these are as 
incredible as anything put out the past ten 
years... and Horsebox, while not falling 
into that category, is still one of the best 
releases of 2000. Plus, it ain't hard to 
find. 

-John Oliver 


Reid Paley 


Revival 
(e-music) 


In a dream you're in a dark, un- 
pleasant bar. The place is packed. 
The place is empty. You can’t be 
too sure because this may or this 
may not be a dream. You look to 
the door and up by the front window 
there’s this skinny, wild-eyed man 
with just a hint of growth about the 
upper lip and chin. Is he yelling a 
someone? No, he’s holding a guita 
and it's plugged into ап атр and’ 
actually, now that you’re paying at- 
tention, you realize that this guy is 
singing. Rather loudly at times be- | 
cause he has a tendency to hit the | 
chords hard. Still, you listen. you 
hear anger. you hear relentless |, 
self-hatred. You hear pain. And 
yet... and yet there is a lot of humo 
underlying it all. Humor in tha 
damaged whiskey-besotted voice 
Humor in the style: punk stuffed | 
with sawdust and tinsel. It shouldn't 
work but it does. Из a goddamn 
marvel. A drunken marvel. You put 
your head down on the cool wood 
of the bar, smiling, not caring if it's 
your dream or the dream of the thin man 
with the beat guitar. 

-Dom Salemi 


North Mississippi Allstars 


Shake Hands With Shorty 
(Uni/Tone Cool) 


This is an interesting concept: old blues 
standards from R.L. Burnside, Fred 
McDowell, and Junior Kimbrough, basi- 
cally pummeled to death by some crazy 
white boys who appear to be more suited 
for playing Circle Jerks/Black Flag-type 
material, with a little hip hop rhythm 
thrown in, as well as long, noodling dis- 
torted guitar solos. If this mix sounds 
crazy as Hell, well... it is! The guitarist/ 
singer and drummer, Luther and Cody 
Dickinson, it turns out, are the sons of 
Memphis wild man Jim Dickinson, famed 
producer and musician extraordinaire — 
this accounts for some inherited, probably 
inbred madness in the works here. Blues 
for the new millennium, perhaps? | don't 


68 


know, but | think | prefer it to the studio 
tomfoolery that Fat Possum pulled on that 
R.L. Burnside album with all the sampling, 
drum machines, and vocal riff loops 
tossed around. At least these are living 
and breathing musicians who are capable 
of pulling his off live, I’m sure. To quote a 
review by Robert Gordon, "World Boogie 
is upon us." 


-John Oliver 


" а % 


OHM: The Early Gurus 
of Electronic Music 


1948-1980 
(Ellipsis Arts) 


Necessary for your education, this three 
disc overview of... well, read the frigging 
title. Done? Okay, then hear me now: 
OHM is a pretty snappy collection and 
fairly comprehensive to boot. Got to love 
a collection allowing Brian Eno and Klaus 
"Tangerine Dream" Schulze to sit at the 
right hand of Stockhausen & Xenakis. 
Plus you get a lovely ninety-six page 
booklet with comments from some of the 
composers as well as essays by a num- 
ber of contemporary musicians. 

-Dom Salemi 


Elvis Presley 
That's The Way It Is 
(RCA/BMG) 


Elvis fans — and that means ALL Bru- 
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tarian readers — get set to plunk down 
your hard-earned simolians for this three 
disc set, an expanded version of the 
movie soundtrack. Expanded is the op- 
erative term here as we take the twelve 
original tracks and add not one, not two, 
but fifty-four cuts, most of them unre- 
leased and drawn, principally from six 
concerts during the King's legendary stay 
at the International Hotel in Las Vegas 
during August of 1970. The honchos at 
RCA swear that disc two, which 
contains one of the shows in its 
entirety, is, without question, the 
greatest performance even given 
by Elvis. Really? Greater than the 
one he gave before Nixon in the 
White House? That's really saying 
something. 

-Dom Salemi 


, Jimmy Page and 
t The Black Crowes 


Live At The Greek 
(TVT Records) 


Ж What in the Hell's the point of 
this??? Im a Zeppelin fan, and | 
like the Black Crowes, too. I’m not 
sure why these parties joined 
forces to do this, though, other than 
to make tons of dough touring. 
This double CD set is essentially all 
W Led Zeppelin songs, done pretty 
much faithfully to the originals. 
They throw us two interesting 
curves: a version of "Shapes of 
Things, done Jeff Beck Group 
style, with Page tossing in the 
Yardbirds' solo from their original version 
in the middle, and a cover of Peter Green/ 
Fleetwood Mac's "Oh Well" — a very diffi- 
cult song to go wrong with. | guess my 
bitching here is akin to my bitching about 
why they don't have more rasslin' on pro 
wrestling nowadays (as opposed to gab- 
fest "interviews" and dumbass soap opera 
angles) — why bother when you can do 
less work and make tons and tons of 
money? 

-John Oliver 


Wilson Pickett 


It's Harder Now 
(Bullseye Records) 


First, the good news: the Wicked One is 
back in all his glory, with his pipes intact! 
The man sounds like Jesus H. Christ in- 
carnate on this, his comeback disc (first in 
over a decade), complete with all his sig- 
nature vocalized punctuations — "Good 
God!” “Huh,” "Have mussy!” etc.). Next, 


Ше so-so news: the backing band оп this 
effort, producer Jon Tiven and friends, 
while competent enough, ain’t the Muscle 
Shoals Swampers or the Stax/Volt Revue 
or even Bill Deal and The Rhondells, soul- 
wise, although they do a decent enough 
job on most of the songs here... which 
brings us to more so-so news: the song- 
writing. Mister Pickett appears to me to 
be wasting his vocalizing and signifying 
and generally gettin’ down on, for about 
half of this release, limp-dick songs. 
While “Soul Survivor,” “Stone Crazy 
World,” “All About Sex,” and maybe one 
or two others will get your feet-a-movin’, 
the rest of the compositions are pretty 
much forgettable and pretty much penned 
by Mr. Tiven. Give this VOICE something 
to work with next time! 

-John Oliver 


Flattery: A Tribute to 


Radio Birdman 


Vols. 1 and 2 
(No-Mango) 


The Fan- 
dango апа 
Nomad la- 


DC area by, 
respectively, 
Jake Starr (of 
Adam West) © 
and ту good б 
friend, Dave ¢ 
Champion 
(Yeah Dave, | 
know, | haven't 
returned your 
last fifteen or so 
phone calls), col- 
laborated on this 
terrific two CD set © 
(released separately two months apart, 
and distributed via Get Hip Records) rep- 
resenting the first tribute (I’m aware of) to 
the criminally underrated Aussie band, 
Radio Birdman. Birdman released two 
classic MC5/Stooges-influenced rocking 
albums in the late 70s, containing a pleth- 
ora of great songs, most (if not all) of 
which are covered on these two volumes 
by Europe’s finest (Sweden’s Hellacop- 
ters, A-Bombs, Sator and Nomads, Nor- 
way’s Gluecifer and Hellride, the Nitwitz 
from Holland, and Spain’s Safety Pins 
and Kike Turmix), a variety of Australian 
bands (the Boyettes, Sheek the Shayk, 
Red Shift, Hellenic Zeal, the Powder Mon- 
keys, Onyas, the Yes-Men, Spoilers, and 
Finkers), plus assorted American and Ca- 
nadian R&R/punk groups (the Candy 
Snatchers and the off-shoot Crums, the 


Quadrajets, Adam West, Dead City Re- 
bels, Resin Scraper, the Bell Rays, the 
Street Walkin’ Cheetahs, and others). 

If | recall, Dave said that this started 
out as a single disc, but they got so many 
great covers pouring in that they had to 
go to two. To put it simply, there are no 
bad cuts on these CDs... primarily be- 
cause the Birdman wrote no bad songs, 
and even the wackiest or most primitive 
covers here, such as Kike T’s take on 
“Aloha Steve and Dano” or the Boyettes’ 
"Didn't Tell the man,” are still worth а lis- 
ten. Most of the cuts here actually rock a 
good deal harder than the originals — if 
there's one valid criticism of the RB's re- 
corded output, it's that some of their re- 
cords sound a bit too clean. It’s very diffi- 
cult for me to single out any real 
favorites оп these 
discs so | won't try. 

P.S.: Also worth 
checking out is any- 
thing by the descen- 


ҰНЫ 


dants of Ка- 


dio Birdman — 
үү Deniz  Tek's 
ШІН! solo stuff, 


along with his 
Deep Reduction LP, Rob Younger’s 
New Christs, any of the New Race live 
releases, plus the recently-released Ren- 
dezvous Band live CD (with Deniz Tek 
filling in for the late Fred “Sonic” Smith). 

-Dom Salemi 


Sonny Rollins 


The Freelance Years 
(Columbia) 


Even if you're not a big jazz fan, you have 
to love Sonny Rollins, the man who 
swung despite not wanting to swing. You 
may know him only thru his work with the 
Stones. And if you're a fan, you may 
think you have all of his 50s sides, espe- 
cially now that you've tossed away a few 
months rent on the Complete Prestige 
and Blue Note recordings box sets. Well, 
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have we got news for you (whoever you 
are), check out this five disc set compris- 
ing all of Sonny's work for... oh, hell, what 
does it matter? You can take Miles Davis 
and John Coltrane and stick it — they 
took a few bad turns in the 50s; Sonny 
hardly made a false move after '55 so if 
you're told this set comprises material 
recorded between '56 and '58, do you 
need to know any more? We didn't think 
So. Essential is too weak a word. 

-Dom Salemi 


MTV's Return of the Rock 


(Roadrunner Records) 


Pure product this may be, but for those of 
you needing a primer on what's de rigueur 
for the hip headbanger then you could 
do far worse than this. 
Nineteen 
cuts, most 
of them kil- 
ler. Ya got 
your basic 
cutting-edge 
rapcore com- 
bos like Static- 
X and (yum- 
yum) Kittie, a 
few mega- 
crankers by 
megasellers like 
Kid Rock and 
Korn and a num- 
ber of things that 
are little more than 
adrenaline rush 
and screaming. 
Don't turn up your 
stuff, turn on to it; it's 


this 
heady, hot and hostile. Don't be afraid to 


nose at 


admit И: there's something happening 
here and you don't know what it is. The 
kids are calling it rock, Mr. Jones. 

-Dom Salemi 


Rooster Blues 20th 


Anniversary Sampler 
(Rooster Records) 


А long, long time ago, in a galaxy very far 
away, a group of writers, editors and pho- 
tographers toiling for a couple of small, 
largely unknown blues magazines, de- 
cided to start a record company. Records 
would be compilations of undiscovered or 
under-appreciated blues > performers. 
Works by a single artist would be, for the 
most part, shunned. Successful practitio- 
ners of the trade would, likewise, be 
shown the door. Yes, Rooster Records 
would dedicate itself to art, not com- 
merce. No matter what. Come hell or 
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high-water... well, both came a-knockin’ 
at the door and so the label went into a 
hiatus of sorts. Now, like magic, or as 
through a glass darkly, the Rooster label 
is back. With, surprise! a compilation of 
cuts culled from the first twenty years of 
existence and non-existence. A lovely 
variety of styles too: boogie, South Side, 
Delta, folk. 

In fact, it’s kind of an education in the 
many-faceted approaches to the genre. 
Not that we need it, having grown up in a 
sharecropper's shack in Oxford, Missis- 
sippi, but we’re sure, white boy, that you 
does. So give a listen to Lonnie Shields, 
Magic Slim, Eddy Clearwater et al., and 
get reintroduced to the real deal. 

-Dom Salemi 


Andre Williams 


The Black Godfather 
(In The Red) 


Unrepentant alcoholic, ‘ho-chaser, and 
cadger of drinks, Andre Williams (whom 
Brutarian was all set to interview until told 
Andre expected us to fete him with top-rail 
stuff until he fell over, went blind or died), 
returns after a brief foray into the C&W 
field, with a nasty dose of R&R and R&B. 


24 Tracks 
55.98 PPD 


(Vol.2) 


ESTRUS RECORDS Po. Box 2125 Bellingham, 


Write for а teo catalog 


70 


Distributed by Touch and Go 


Just in case you’re wondering how nasty, 
Andre has splashed his girlfriend’s ass 
crack all over the disc and the jewel box 
insert. Aided and abetted by members of 
Jon Spencer’s Blues Explosion as well as 
the Cheater Slicks, Andre stutters, moans 
and screams his way thru thirteen de- 
ranged but danceable ditties. Deranged 
and nasty, a lovely combination, no one 
else does it, which is why no less an au- 
thority than Lux Interior claims that Mr. 
Williams makes Little Richard look like 
Pat Boone in comparison. 

-Dom Salemi 


Brian Wilson 


Live At the Roxy 
(BriMel Records) 


After apparently snoozing through most 
of the ten-year period following his 
eponymous debut solo LP (released in 
1988), Brian Wilson returned to the mu- 
sical fray with “Imagination” in 1998; an 
album that initially sounded great, ush- 
ering in the four hundred seventy-fifth 
(or so, it seems) “comeback” by Brian to 
the world of music and reality. How- 
ever, after the first listen, it struck many 
listeners (myself included) that, while 
Brian сап ba- 
M sically produce 
and multi-track 
anything so as 
to sound gor- 
geous, most of 
M the strong ma- 
terial on this 
ЫЙ latest work 
Sa was from the 
И Old days 
Ш (remake о? 
“Let Him Run 
AYRE Wild," “Sherry 
EM She Needs 
Me” morphed 
into “She Says 
That She 
Needs Me,” 


P >, 


МА 98227 
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“Keep An Eye on Summer"). None of 
the new songs were particularly memo- 
rable, save the ode to his late brother 
Carl, "Lay Down Burden," and that song 
was no Wilson classic for the ages. 
With this in mind, | was surprised to 
hear in early 1999 that the perennially 
stage-shy Mr. Wilson was attempting to 
go back on tour. Why would he want to 
play live again at his age to promote this 
latest piece of fluff? Even more as- 
tounding were the positively glowing re- 
views his live shows got throughout the 
summer. Various bootleg tapes and 
CDs circulating attested to the quality of 
the shows; none of which featured much 
from the overrated Imagination. 

Here's the official proof: a live double 
CD recorded in April 2000. There's no 
point in dragging this review out further 
than to say: the man IS back, at least 
live. (The only bummer not to this — 
the two new songs Brian does on Roxy 
both suck.) Wilson has a ten piece 
band that makes the old live Beach 
Boys sound like a high school glee club 
backed by a tyro garage band. Most of 
the old classics here sound damn near 
as good as the original recordings. No, 
Brian can't hit the high notes anymore, 
but his guitarist Jeff Foskett (former 
Beach Boy) certainly can. This is simply 
one of the very best live recordings 
you'll ever hear. If you like Brian or his 
former band, buy it via their Web site: 
www.brianwilson.com (it’s nof avail- 
able in stores). 

EPILOGUE: | saw Brian Wilson live 
in Baltimore on July 13, 2000, for his 
Pet Sounds tour. He and the band are 
getting better, the more they play — a 
two hour plus show, including Pet 
Sounds in its entirety, with no orchestra 
to clutter up the proceedings, as in the 
case of much of this tour — the more 
brilliant it gets! 

-John Oliver 


% 


Dom Salemi is the publisher and editor of Brutarian. 
John Oliver is the associate editor. That's why they 
were able to successfully monopolize this issue's Au- 
dio Depravation. But they do it so well! At least, they 
pay us to say that. 


If you want to learn more about them or any of the 
other regular Brutarian staff, visit the Staff Page on 
our site at: 


http://www.brutarian.com/aboutbg/staff.htm 


HOSPITAL FOOD 


by Gilbert Allen 


trations by Kerry Talbott 


You really want to sit here, lady? Then let me tell you 
something. Cosmic Truth. The universe is filled with pos- 
sums, but all of them are dead. Believe me. I’ve looked. 
Eleven years with the highway department апа I’ve never 
found one that wasn’t Hamburger Helper. And you know 
how many other Cosmic Truths I’ve found stuck to the 
pavement? One. Ein. Uno. But he was a possum, too. 
Maybe you'd better write this down. 

It ain't done it. 

You got that? You're hearing this from the Henry Hud- 
son of the Highway. 
The Balboa of the 


Blacktop. The Co- : 
lumbus of Concrete. » 
Г boldly go where no Ж” 


van has gone before. 
Drive my pickup all 
over Greenville 
County and phone in 


the potholes. | see 
each road once, 
maybe twice а 


month. Tell the main- 
tenance crews how 
much asphalt patch 
they'll need. 

And to squeeze a 
little more blood out 
of your money — you 
pay taxes, dont 
you? — | scrape up 
the roadkill and throw 
it in the back of my 
truck. Thats really 
how | spend most of 
my time. lve stop- 
watched it. My ratio's 
about three to one, 
carcasses to cavities. 

They used to call 
me a Maintenance 
Locator. But by the end of last year, а had it. A decade 
with the same job description, and it's not even half right. | 
mean, | have aspirations. I’m human. | have two years of 
college. So | walk into Pendergast's office and tell him | 
want a new title. He doesn't even take his eyes off the 
computer screen. Virtual Zombie. "What?" he says. He's 
playing Minesweeper in the Words for Windows program. 

| grab his mouse and say, "Enough. Мо mas. From 
now on, I’m a Pavement Imperfection Coordinator." Тһе 
way | see it, potholes and possums both qualify as depar- 


brings up my personnel file on his screen and changes my 
permanent record. 

| should've stood up to him before. l've got some dig- 
nity. | don't do driveways. Sometimes people see my 
pickup with the Greenville County logo on the doors and 
flag me down to haul some dead Pomeranian off their 
property. Ог some half-rotten raccoon from their crawl 
space. They think I’m the undertaker for the animal shel- 
ter. They tell me they pay their taxes and never see them 
again. | tell them / 
pay my taxes too, 
and if a dog drops 
dead in my yard, ! 
leave it there. At 
least till I'm off my 
shift. 
The Cosmic Truth? 
Couple of months 
ago, I'm standing on 
the shoulder of Pine- 
forest Drive, prying 
this baby possum off 
the asphalt with my 
Removall. Precision 
instrument. — Looks 
like а  snowshovel, 
wide and with a big 
flange in the back. 
But it’s steel instead 
of aluminum so it 
won't bend. Any- 
way, while lm pall- 
bearing the little 
sucker back to my 
truck, | hear this 
voice coming out of 
the sky. Like God, 
you know? 

"It ain't done it." 

| figure God has 
better grammar than that, so | look straight up. There's a 
redneck with a chain saw about thirty feet off the ground. 
He's just standing there, held up by his spiked boots and 
his big leather belt wrapped around the tree. 

“What?” | yell. 

The tobacco juice lands smack on my shovel. 

“It done tried to cross the road, but it ain’t done it.” 

| toss the possum over the lip of my tailgate. “Thanks 
for—” Ви he fires up the saw and starts cutting off all the 
branches that're too close to the power lines. | get back in 
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the truck before | get hit with something. | don't wear a 
helmet. It gives me a rash. 

That afternoon, I’m driving the switchbacks all over the 
northern end of the county, and | can't get the words out of 
my mind. / ain't done it. By Friday | figure out it's not just 
an answer, it's the answer. The Mother Of All Answers. 
Why is every possum dead? It ain't done it. Why is God 
invisible to modern theology? It ain't done it. Why does 
my marriage look like it's been run over by an eighteen- 
wheeler? И ain't done it. Why do | want to emasculate 
John Tesh? 

It ain't done it. 

My work began to take on a spiritual aspect. It didn't 
seem right, just sticking my Removall under those busted 
rumps and flinging them into the truck. Without using my 
own mouth to give some last morsel of meaning to their 
miserable little lives. Мо, | wasn't about to start eating 
them. I’m not that hungry. But | started keeping a copy of 
Bartlett's Familiar Quotations on my floormat, on the pas- 
senger's side. One Hundred And Twenty-Fifth Anniver- 
sary Edition. Newly Enlarged. And | tried to look up 
something each time some poor It ain't done it. 

Couple more weeks, and Гуе got a routine. | like to 
start off with a little Shakespeare, especially for a dog or a 
cat. Love is not love — scrape — which alters when it al- 
teration finds, or bends with the remover — fling — to re- 
move. Plop. Then it's back in the cab. The next one's 
usually a possum. Beauty is a pledge of the possible con- 


formity between the soul — scrape — and nature. Fling. 
George Santayana. Plop. | always think of Susan when | 
say that one. The art of being wise is the art of knowing 
what to overlook. | usually save this for the Saint Ber- 
nards and the Great Danes | shove to the side of the road. 
| don't need another hernia. My insurance only paid for 
80% of the last one. That's why your property taxes went 
down three years ago. We used to have 90% coverage — 
100%, after the first thousand. 

If lm closing in on triple digits, near the end of a bad 
day, | go with some Camus. One must believe — 
scrape — that Sisyphus — fling — is happy. Plop. But | 
always save Kierkegaard for 5 P.M., whether it’s a skunk 
or a rabbit, a possum or a poodle, a mutt or a fox. Life can 
only be understood backwards — scrape, rump flush to 
the flange — but it must be lived — fling — forwards. 
Plop. 

It ain't done it, but I’m finished, at least for another 
day. | throw in the Removall, check my rearview mirror for 
anything unlucky enough to be alive, put the engine in 
gear, and head for the nearest Solid Waste Disposal Field 
Office. | hose out the bedliner before | drive back to the 
Department of Highways Garage. 

They've got cots and a shower — for the nights when 
we have a Winter Storm Warning. This time of year, no- 
body cares. l've been sleeping there for the past month, 
ever since Susan's inner being made friends with the lock- 
smith. 

We tried counseling. Or she tried counseling. | went 
along. | paid. We started coming here right after Thanks- 
giving. Seven A.M. every Tuesday. That was the only 
time we both had free. | punch in at nine and she does 
the lunch-and-dinner shift at the Omega. 

They put all of these psych things on the first floor. | 
guess if somebody jumps out the window, they don't want 
him crashing through the ceiling of the ER. That's my the- 
ory. 

| don't think the guy we saw was a real doctor. He 
must've been a Ph.D. renting office space. No secretary. 
And no self-respecting shrink would see anyone at seven 
in the morning unless — well, the first thing he does is 
walk around his desk and reach down to hug Susan. He's 
about six-six. Then he tries to hug me, but | shake his 
hand before he can wrap my arms up. 

“15 everybody here?" he says. 

"Excuse me,” | say, and | pull Susan back through the 
doorway. When we're in the corridor, | ask her how she 
found a marriage counselor who can't count to two. 

"Shhhh. He's not a counselor," Susan says. "He's a 
Relationship Imperfection Coordinator." 

Now the guy is right behind us. "Let's establish a lexi- 
con," he says. “I need to know if Every Body is here in a 
total sense. In the sense of the significant presence of 
their inner being." His left hand swept his blond hair out of 
his eyes. “Doug, we can’t find your inner harmony — your 
inner music — without your inner being to conduct us." 

The guy didn't only look like John Tesh — he sounded 
like him, too. His parents must've played basketball for 
the Dalai Lama. | asked him if his outer being had a 
name. When he told me, | said, “1 don't want Doctor Jung. 
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| want Doctor Freud.” | looked at Susan. "Didn't! tell you? 
No Jung?” 

"That's Young. With a Y." Now he looked at Susan. 
"Мо! everybody has found their inner being this morning.” 

“Everybody,” | said, “is singular.” 

"He has this thing about grammar,” Susan said. “It’s 
been getting worse.” 

“Between you and 1,” Doctor Young said, "I think | see 
your problem." 

“No,” | said. "I don't think so. Is there a mirror in this 
room? / don't see a mirror in this room. Susan, do you 
see a mirror in this room? Maybe Doctor Young is looking 
at himself in a mirror that we just can't visually process." 

Twenty-two sessions. After Number Fourteen, Susan 
acknowledged herself for what she was. "Something holy 
and unquantifiable." 

“Try the bathroom scale," | said. “That'll take care of 
half your problem." 

"| embrace myself," Susan said. “I love my own body.” 

| could've told her that. She'd been sleeping down- 
stairs since Session Eleven. 

"| am embracing myself right now." She was smiling 
like a Buddhist on Dexatrim. 

Then Doctor Young stood up and embraced himself, 
too. He was the kind of guy who'd hang up mistletoe in a 
morgue. "Doug, don't you want to join us?" 

“No,” I said. "I don't." 

"This is a very important step for Susan. | wish you'd 
take a more proactive role in her happiness." 

He didn't fool me. | knew he was taking my marriage 
for a ride on The Porcelain Bus. He was just waiting for 
the end of the line before pushing the flush button. He 
spent the next session trying to come up with "a symbol of 
Susan's inner being that Doug can understand. Some- 
thing that would convey in his own language the new per- 
son Susan has become." 

So we stopped having breakfast together at home 
each Tuesday and drove to the hospital in separate cars. 

That's when | started eating here, seven weeks ago. 
Twenty-two sessions — scrape — at a hundred dollars — 
fling — a pop. Plop. With 8096 coverage, | was $440 in 
the pothole when the outer being of my suitcase appeared 
on the front lawn. On the same day Susan's inner being 
changed the locks on the doors. 

By then, the girl on the register here could recognize 
me in her sleep. She's just a kid, maybe 18 or 19. You've 
seen her. Probably right out of high school. 

"Visiting your wife?" 

| don't say anything, but I’ve slid my tray to the dead 
end of the chrome rails and | can't go anywhere until she 
rings me up. I’m thinking | must look like something I’ve 
pried off Poinsett Highway. 

"Cancer?' she asks. 

My food's getting cold, so maybe | shrugged my shoul- 
ders. Maybe | nodded my head up and down. | don't re- 
member. 

"How's her treatment going?" 

| don't starve myself like Susan. When | get de- 
pressed, | get hungry. With my metabolism, it just doesn't 
show. My plate's crammed with pancakes, bacon, scram- 


bled eggs, bagels, couple of donuts. OJ and coffee on the 
side of the tray. Maybe a $7.00 breakfast. | don't eat 
lunch. | just read in the truck. 

"It ain't done it," | said. 

"You poor thing." And she rings me up for a dollar. 
"You come on back, sir. Any time." 

So then | start thinking. Seven minus one — that's six 
dollars a day. Thirty dollars a week. One-twenty a month. 
If | eat breakfast here until August, | can make it up. | can 
break even. Not even counting the tips | don't pay. 

Hospital food has a bum rap, don't you think? It's not 
so bad. | mean, it's hard for anyone to ruin breakfast. 
Even Susan couldn't ruin breakfast — she just stopped 
making it when she found her inner being. She's always 
hated food. That's why she's a good waitress. | could put 
my thumbs on her belly button and practically reach her 
backbone with my fingers. 

Look at these eggs — not runny, not burned. Ready 
to shovel right into your mouth. And these pancakes? 
Don’t even need syrup. 

Do you cook? Better than this? No kidding. Look, I’m 
not very good about meeting people. There’s an empty 
table over by the window. Just tell me one thing. Is your 
name Susan? Tell me your name isn't Susan. If you're a 
Susan, then I’m out of here. Poof. Pronto. Scrape. Fling. 
Plop. No kidding, lm history. Just say the word. One 
word. You a Loony Tune or something? Just tell me your 


name. е Bo 
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or those of you not privy to Ше Brutarian ideal, | direct you, in the spirit of this column, to our Web site а! 
www.brutarian.com, where you can read the bio of Jean Dubuffet, a visionary French artist. Dubuffet stud- 
ied and collected the works of children, simpletons, and psychotics, believing true art came from the instinctive 


drives of man. 

Who knows how right he was, but he referred to this style as art brut, or "raw ап." From this, decades later, 
would come the word coined by Dom and around which a magazine would be built: brutarian. Think of it as 
meaning, "of rawness." Or “of childishness.” “Of simple-mindedness." “Of psychosis.” 

We've covered a lot of aspects of fringe and pop culture, stuff that isn't covered by a lot of areas of the media. 
Face it, fellow Brutarians, you don't find a lot of the music, books, and movies that we review anywhere else. 

But there are a few areas even we haven't covered, that we're sort of segueing into, and this column will 
cover one of the most obvious avenues — no, let's be bold and make that the avenue — for art brut in the his- 
tory of the world. 

Of course, I'm talking about the Internet. The hub of the civilized world. And all the music, books, movies, 
etc., they're all accessible online — and probably where you get most of your information. As an unmoderated, 
uncontrolled, runaway megalibrary, if you can imagine it, you can probably find it on the Web. And, while there 
is far more to the Internet than the Web, I'm going to cover mostly Web sites here — that's where most of the art 
brut is at. 

Unlike books, movies, and music, the Internet is easy to try things out. There's no lost money if you go to a 
Web site you don't like, unlike paying ridiculous ticket prices to see a movie that really bites. As such, I’m not 
going to review any sites | consider bad here, only those sites worth seeing. Think of this as Yahoo! Picks of the 
Week, only with an art brut taste. 

But that's enough of a lead-in. Let's review some kickass Web sites. 


tors who have helped to build into the magazine of fringe 
and pop culture that it is today. To honor them, we've been 


B RUTARI AN building bio areas on the site — anyone can browse through 


HTTP://WWW.BRUTARIAN.COM the list of past contribs, but better yet, remember the ar- 


chived issues we mentioned above? Wherever there’s a 
contrib byline, it’s hyperlinked to that person's bio page. 
And on the bio page are hyperlinks to every issue in which a 
contrib has appeared. We're building an online home where 
contribs can submit to us any text, hyperlinks, or pictures 
they'd like to have included. 

Brutarian Yellow Pages. All past advertisers who have ap- 
peared in our pages are being archived here, with links to 
Web sites, categorized in our own online Yellow Pages. 
Think of this as a Links section devoted to those who have 
helped support us over the years. 

Necessary Roughness. Three months in between issues too 
long for you? Dom Salemi saves the day by providing 
"Necessary Roughness: The Brutarian Week in Review," 
filled with random reviews of books, music, and movies he 
just couldn't wait to have printed in the magazine. | 


Now, of course we're going to give ourselves a little pat on the 
back here, but as we're fond of saying, this is a Web site that 
doesn't suck. Created as an online complement to this maga- 
zine, Brutarian.com is a nexus point for anyone interested in the 
magazine or the art brut ideals. 

The site has several main focuses in addition to being the 
magazine's Web presence: 


Issue Archives. Brutarian has been around since 1991, and we 
wanted to give visitors and fans access to what we've done 
in the past decade. As such, we've archived every issue 
ever released and summed up what was in each by repro- 
ducing the table of contents. In some instances, content 
was reproduced, and the final goal is to reproduce any and 
all content we legally can. 

Contributors Bios. Brutarian recognizes the scads of contribu- 
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here's a whole lot more to find here: how to join our mailing list; 
submission guidelines; a rant by Yours Truly about how sick | am 
of people calling me David Fitzgerald; and an explanation of why 
Dom Salemi is clearly Satanic. 

And there's much more currently in the works, such as 
online credit card ordering of subscriptions as well as back is- 
sues (many of them rare and collectible) — but we'll leave you to 
explore. Bookmark this one and come back often, because 
we're always changing things. 


PROLEPSIS GAMES 


HTTP://WWW.PROLEPSISGAMES.COM 


| realize that shamelessly self-promoting Brutarian in the first 
Web site review might be considered by some to be somewhat 
self-centered and a bit poor in manners. Well, if that’s the case, 
then this review will be absolutely egocentric and downright rude, 
since this is my own company. But I’m doing it anyway. 

Role-playing games: many of you remember their introduc- 
tion when TSR’s Dungeons & Dragons hit waaayyy back in the 
Dark Ages of the Seventies. And really, nothing fits the art brut 
concept better than RPGs: a bunch of people getting together to 
create stories through play-acting, all on the spur of the moment. 
Sounds like raw art to us. 

Prolepsis Games produces the Adventure Quest! Universal 
Multigenre Rolegaming Framework, the most complete universal 
RPG system ever created. The core rules book is 344 pages 
large, in a three-column, 8-point font — that’s a lot of game, 
folks. Best part: absolutely free. That's right — you can hit this 
site and download the entire 344-page core rules in Adobe PDF 
format and it won't cost you a plugged nickel. 

The core rules lack any concrete, world-specific source ma- 
terial, but soon will be available the flagship campaign world, 
blending all the various popular genres of rolegaming into one 
loaded solar system — and that will also be available as a free 
download, and at nearly the same page count as the core rules. 

AQ! is the culmination of years of opinion polls conducted by 
this author to determine what gamers did and did not like in a 
role-playing game system, a process we lovingly refer to as 
"gamer democracy." We invite you to try out this rapidly-evolving 
cult phenomenon and join the countless allies who have 
downloaded this absolutely free and complete universal RPG 
system. 

Prolepsis Games has a lot planned, including building areas 
for gamers to contribute their characters, "special effects" (i.e., 
spells, powers, psionics, etc.), adventures, et. al., for others to 


Prolepsis Games crew with our home-built spaceship. L to R: Eric Nason, 
Adam Murphy, Ilka Desjardins, Dann Rogerson, Justus Magee. On the 
ship: David Reed. Foreground: Yours truly. Pic by Adam Murphy. 


access free of charge. How do we plan to make money? We 
have no idea. But we're having a lot of fun so far. 


ROTTEN DOT COM 


HTTP://WWW.ROTTEN.COM 


First things first: don't: 
visit this site if you don’t 
like gory stuff or if you . 
have a weak stomach. 
And even if you do, don't 
visit this site while eat- ш 
ing, unless you're par- 
ticularly wrought with the 
emotionless capability of 
Mister Spock. 

Rotten Dot Com bills * 
itself as "an archive of 


helmet when 


wWw.rottei 


Reason #1 to wear a 


disturbing illustration... La 
the soft white underbelly riding a motorcycle. 
of the net, eviscerated 


for all to see: Rotten dot com collects images and information 
from many sources to present the viewer with a truly unpleasant 
experience.” They certainly don't fail to live up to their name. 
What you'll find here are corpses, amputations, decapitations, 
eviscerations, and other such niceties. As of this writing, fea- 
tured pics include: the face of a still living man completely ripped 
away, save for the eyes, in a motorcycle accident; a whole series 
called "Babies in Bottles"; and perhaps three of the most chill- 
ingly disturbing pictures l've ever seen of a man who has been 
swallowed whole by a boa constrictor. 

Let me reiterate: this site is not for the feint of heart. Don't 
be disillusioned! 

It isn't all gore, however. There are some nudes — they 
have their "Fuck of the Month" — and humorous stuff, such as a 
Fourth of July spread featuring mostly naked people in red, 
white, and blue, such as an Uncle Sam masturbating on the bare 
breast of a woman painted green like the Statue of Liberty (I 
think). The most amusing section of the site is easily the page of 
legal threats they've received from a wide variety of companies 
and people — there's a woman whose face was digitally added 
to someone else's nude body, Pillsbury angry over a picture de- 
picting Doughboys cooking in the oven, and loads more. 

Another nice thing about these guys is that they archive eve- 
rything. It is truly an exploration into the animal instincts of the 
human psyche to sit there, clicking through disgusting picture 
after sickening photo, seemingly powerless to stop yourself no 
matter how sick, twisted, and depraved the whole experience 
gets. Certainly, we thrive on this kind of stuff, we just don't like to 
admit it to ourselves or others 

Other features abound (this site seems to never run out of 
things to see and do). There's "Today in Rotten History," 
"Celebrity Morgue," and O.J. Simpson splattery trial photos. 1 
could write for ten pages on the stuff l've seen here; the only way 
is to take a cyberwalk over and check it out yourself. Did | men- 
tion it's not for the weak-stomached? 


#MP3PASSION 


(IRC CHANNEL ON UNDERNET.ORG) 


Napster may appeal to the computer newbies of the world, but 
anyone into MP3s knows the best place to get what you want is 
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in an MP3 channel on IRC. This is the busiest MP3 trading 
channel on Undernet, usually with 400+ people in there. Don't 
expect to chat with anyone in this channel; you can barely catch 
the messages scrolling by. But if you’re looking for MP3s of your 
favorite songs — remember to be legal about it! — here’s the 
place to do it. 

Servers running in the channel pick up your “/find keywords” 
search and respond if they have matches; a simple copy and 
paste sends your request for the file in question. WARNING: Be 
sure to set your IRC client to use a single /msg window; if you 
don't, you'll get bombarded by dozens or even hundreds of win- 
dows popping up on a successful search! 

Note that this is what we'd call “leech access." 
have to upload in order to download. 

Sound difficult? To someone used to easy-to-navigate point 
and click interfaces such as Napster, it will seem that way. IRC 
harkens back to the early days of the Internet (read: before the 
World Wide Web made most of you aware it existed) and is in- 
herently based on a command line interface. Client programs 
like mIRC or plRCh make it easier to use, but there is still a 
broader learning curve. The tradeoff is that finding and getting 
MP3 files is not more powerful any other way. 

And MP3s aren't all! There are channels devoted to MPG 
movies, adult pictures, and just about anything else you can 
imagine, including unmoderated chat rooms covering every sub- 
ject imaginable. 


You never 


JACKINWORLD 
HTTP://WWW.JACKINWORLD.COM 


To think that less than 50 years ago, some people believed that 
masturbation made your palms hairy or made you blind or gave 
you a one-way ticket straight to Hell. Now, such a short time 
later, there’s a fantastic and informative Web site devoted to the 
art and pleasure of masturbation right out there on the World 
Wide Web for anyone to visit. God bless America. 

They bill themselves as “The Ultimate Masturbation Re- 
source!” and Рт not about to stand up and dispute them. Hands 
down (no pun intended), there is more information concerning 
masturbation here than in any twenty other sites on the Net. It 
should be noted that this site caters mostly to male masturbation 
(more on the female end later on). 

There is literally so much content here, | couldn’t begin to 
cover it; but I’m going to wager that if you're a man, you're not 
even reading this review any longer and are hurriedly typing the 
URL into your computer right now. For those of you who stayed 
with me, I'll point out my two favorite things. 

First, the Technique of the Week, where visitor-submitted 
ideas can become highlighted. As of this writing, the technique 
was the “Double-Decker,” an interesting two-handed design for 
those you with small hands or big... egos. Other entertaining 
ideas: “The Baggie and the Mattress,” utilizing a Vaseline-filled 
plastic baggie betwixt the mattress and box spring, with your pe- 
nis as guest of honor; the “Sponge Vagina Simulator,” dealing 
with a wet sponge and a piece of PVC pipe and... well, you fig- 
ure it out; and the ever-colorful title, “The Fantastic Sucking Zuc- 
chini.” My personal past favorite was a technique in which you 
stand on your head and masturbate upside-down — complete 
with a warning to aim away from your face. All past Techniques 
of the Week are archived here. 

Second, there’s a section called “Jackin for Her,” which is 


represented on the menu by a pink button (how appropriate). It 
actually links out to “Jillin for Her,” and of course covers female 
masturbation. Guys and girls alike, particularly men who don't 
know how to please a woman manually or women who are all 
nervous or uncomfortable masturbating, can learn a whole lot 
from this. 

Again, way too much to cover here. Check this gem out. 


HIKERS AGAINST DOO-DOO 
HTTP://WWW.HADDUSA.COM 


| include this site 
because of my inti- 
mate familiarity with 
it | designed the 
Web site and main- 
tain it for its vision- 
ary, Dr. A. Bern 
Hoff. It's fair to point 
out that my involve- 
ment with this site is 
nothing beyond just 
being the Web 
guy — the content 
and ideas are all Dr. 
Hoffs. 

Here’s the 
story, right off the Introduction page: In 1985, parasitic patholo- 
gist A. Bern Hoff, M.D., while hiking in the Jotunheim Mountains 
in Norway, accidentally stepped on a steaming pile of human 
droppings in the middle of the trail. While cleaning off his boot, 
Dr. Hoff had a vision... a vision of walking and hiking trails free of 
human and domesticated animal droppings. From this vision 
HADD — Hikers Against Doo-Doo, an international grassroots 
environmental action group, was born. 

Sound silly? They're serious. While the site is approached 
with a certain tongue-in-cheek aspect, they're dead serious 
about a widespread problem of human waste dirtying up hiking 
and nature trails around the world — to say nothing of the bio- 
hazard of said waste getting into drinking water. 

HADD offers memberships for nominal fees that include 
stickers, iron-ons, membership cards, and the piece de resis- 
tance, an actual deed to a square inch of Maine on their HADD 
Land Preserve. Yep, you got it: you own an unspecified square 
inch in Maine that you can visit anytime. HADD pays the taxes. 

They also offer plans for building “The Throne,” a wooden- 
frame outhouse, as well as “The Can,” an innovative crapper 
made from a 55-gallon drum. 

Still not convinced they’re serious? Visit the Annual Interna- 
tional Congresses page and see where their international meet- 
ings have been held over the past eight years — Mexico, 
Greece, Turkey, China, Russia, Argentina, France, India, Ti- 
bet — complete with photos of Dr. Hoff and happy HADD mem- 
bers having a heck of a good time celebrating their commitment 
to the cause. 

There’s an annual motto contest (past winners have been 
downright funny as well as accurate and informative) as well as a 
list of the extensive media coverage HADD has enjoyed. 

Visiting this site will make you want to send in a few bucks 
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Hikers 
Stick those HADD stickers wherever park 


just to get the stickers — two stylized “No Shit” logos. 
everywhere, unite! 
rangers will let you! 


THE ULTIMATES 


HTTP://WWW.THEULTIMATES.COM 


Finding a name, business, address, phone number, or email 
online can be an arduous process. What doesn’t show up in one 
search engine may show up in another, and vice-versa. And there 
are lots of servers! Yahoo! People Search, Bigfoot, 411, 
Infospace, and many others... you can lose your mind, or at least 
get cancerus orbus from staring at the VDT for that long. 

But on February 1, 1997 (according to the date on the home 
page), Scott Martin put up this quiet little site called The Ultimates. 
Linking to 25 different search engines geared to finding folks, Scott 
has arranged some neat JavaScript code that allowed you to enter 
information into one set of boxes and have it automatically repli- 
cated into several others. A quick mouse click has you searching 
various directories in no time. White Pages, Yellow Pages, Email, 
Trip Planner, reverse lookups — he’s got it all integrated here. 

Nobody ever accused The Ultimates of being a pretty site, but 
what it does makes you not care — because it does it well. And if 
it isn't well enough for you, you can always upgrade to The Ulti- 
mates Plus for twelve bucks a year to get the added features (or 
use the Plus features for free, but with a 60-second delay). The 
Plus features add quicker and easier searching, a control panel of 
quick-access search buttons, customizable colors, and even runs 
on The Ultimates’ server — no JavaScript. 

For incredibly useful Web sites, this one just might take the 
cake. Try doing a few extensive searches manually, one server at 
a time; then try The Ultimates. And we can only guess it mildly 
irritates the search engines to which The Ultimates sends its data. 


INTERNET MOVIE DATABASE 
HTTP://WWW.IMDB.COM 


Movie buffs, gather 'round. Ever been watching a movie and said, 
"When was this movie made?” or “I didn't catch who directed it,” or 
"What else has that actress been in?” Whenever my buddy Eric 
and | get debating such questions, the necessary referee is imme- 
diately clear: Head to Amazon.com's IMDb. 

There are lots of movie-based search sites out there, but the 
IMDb takes the cake. You can enter keywords for people, charac- 
ters, quotes, bios, plots, titles... and up will come everything you 
were looking for. Movies have detailed cast and crew lists; actor 
bios have filmographies and other info. 

The best thing is, this site is built by registered users — and 
it's free to register. If you're registered and you see something 
missing, go ahead and add it. It needs to be approved, but if it 
looks like you're reasonably sure of your facts, it will be. | found a 
date discrepancy on the filmography for Melinda Culea, alumnus 
of the 80s series The A-Team (talk about obscure!) and my sub- 
mitted correction was up the next day. And members can cast 
their votes for what they think of particular movies — with top mov- 
ies showing up in lists of the favorites, such as the Top 250 and 
the various Top 50 by Genre lists. 

There are easily the coolest features of IMDb, but there are 
lots more. Now Playing is a quick reference to current flicks. 
Move/TV News keeps you up to date. U.S. Movie Showtimes lets 


you pop in your Zip code and find out what theater is playing which 
movie at what times. 

Posters, video trailers, audio and video clips, message 
boards, member commentaries on movies and actors, and so 
on — the scope of this site is so vast that once you've spent your 
first hour muddling around, you'll simply be in awe of the power of 
the Internet: that scads of users from all over the world built this on 
their own extensive knowledge bases. 

While you're there, it is well worth reading the history of IMDb. 
From its humble beginnings on Usenet to its eventual purchase by 
Amazon.com after monstrous geometric growth, this twn year-old 
company has some good tales to tell. From the IMDb home page, 
click the Help tab, and you'll see the History link in the left side 
menu. 

If you're a movie buff, this is a must-use resource. Even if 
you're not a buff, you'll be impressed after a few rounds of 
searches on this one. Enjoy — it seems impossible not to. 


ULTRAPASSWORDS 


HTTP://WWW.ULTRAPASSWORDS.COM 


What would surfing the Net be without pornography, right? And 
what's the problem with that? Besides a significant other losing 
his or her mind when he or she catches you doing it? Pay sites 
have the best stuff; we all know that. But who can afford to pay 
the rates they're looking for just ов the chance they'll turn you 
on? Who would want to pay for that slim chance? 

With Ultrapasswords, you can try before you buy. Be fore- 
warned: these guys provide access to many adult sites by hack- 
ing other sites to discover legitimate passwords, so if your con- 
science has problems with stuff like that, this site isn’t for you. | 
try to think of it as a test run; if | find a truly good adult site that is 
actually worth the money they want, then | can safely buy a 
membership. 

The hacked sites often disable hacked passwords very 
quickly, so often sites linked to off Ultrapasswords won't work. 
Even still, some of the hacked links can't be gotten to with a sim- 
ple mouse click; some you have to enter the provided user 
names and passwords manually. 

These guys will even take requests. Email them with a site 
you'd like to sneak into and they'll do their best to crack it for you. 
This author knows they can do it; I've requested and been re- 
warded on two occasions. 

Aside from the hacked sites provided, there are other nice 
things on this site. Links to free MPEG and AVI videos, pictures, 
free video sites, erotic stories, and much more are available. 
The site itself isn't possessed of the best setup l've seen, but it 
isn't too difficult to navigate, is pretty straightforward, and will 
keep you clicking through to things for hours. 

The moral question: Should we visit sites with hacked ac- 
counts in the name of "trying?" First off, considering the number 
of incidents of people giving out credit card numbers under the 
guise of "trying" a site only to be billed full charges, this seems a 
whole lot less risky. Second, this is pornography — so why are 
we questioning our morals, here? Из a question of legality, so 
we recommend you use hacked passwords at your own risk. 
And download as much as you can while you can. 


a 
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THIS IS TRUE 
HTTP://WWW.THISISTRUE.COM 


A popular thing to do when you have an email address is to sub- 
scribe to mailing lists. What makes mailing lists to easy online is 
that there are no printing costs. For relatively little cash, you could 
set up an account with a list server and email your copy to thou- 
sands or even millions of subscribers. But if you're going to do it 
right, you really ought to be Randy 
Cassingham. 

Randy's no newcomer to the 
online scene, and it shows with the 
professionalism with which he runs 
his list. THIS IS TRUE is a free mail- 
ing list full of actual news stories gar- 
nered off the Associated Press, 
Reuters, etc,. completely rewritten by 
Randy for originality. There’s a Pre- 
mium version of the list, which gives 
you more stories, for a minimal price, 
but even just staying with the free 
version, you'll be enjoying the laugh- 
able truths of life. 

As Randy says on his site, “Truth is 
stranger than fiction because fiction 
A few examples Randy highlights on his 


Randy Cassingham, 


has to make sense.” 
home page: 
e A man sued his doctor because he survived his cancer 
longer than the doctor predicted. 
e Two robbers were in the process of their crime when one 
changed his mind and arrested the other. 
e A woman had her husband's ashes made into an egg 
timer when he died so he could still "help" in the kitchen. 
e Only 68 of 200 Anglican priests polled could name all Ten 
Commandments, but half said they believed in space 
aliens. 


Subscribing to the free list is absolutely a must in your life, unless 
you have no sense of humor whatsoever. You don't even have to 
go to his Web site to subscribe; simply send a blank email ad- 
dressed to join@thisistrue.com. As of this writing, TRUE goes 
out to over 150,000 readers in 171 countries. 

In addition to these absolutely true accounts from real news 
wire services, Randy punctuates each tale with his trademark sar- 
donic remarks. 

“Unsubscribing” is what you do when you want to leave an e- 
mailing list. Each e-issue of TRUE contains an “Honorary Unsub- 
scribe” where someone of noteworthiness who has recently 
passed away is detailed in the mailing — another feature to which 
the readers look forward. 

Of other note: Randy also runs a sister list to TRUE called 
HeroicStories, to which you can also subscribe off his other site, 
www.heroicstories.com. This list relates inspiring tales of cour- 
age, goodwill, and the goodness in the human species. Be sure to 
check it out as well. 

Randy's а very interesting and enigmatic guy; so much so 
that he'll be featured in Brutarian #32, due out by the end of the 
year. Watch for this must-read interview, where Randy and | 
cover a lot of technolophical ground... and other stuff. 


TIME TRAVEL RESEARCH 
CENTER (TTRC) 


WWW.TIME-TRAVEL.COM 


It's not about turning the flux capacitor on and getting that Delorean 
up to 88 miles per hour... but then, И is. This site is very serious, 
and so is physicist Dr. David Anderson, head of the TTRC project. 

All science fiction, you say? Not at all. Dr. Anderson has cre- 
ated a time-warped field, within which he has succeeded in altering 
the flow of time. The results? Imagine you have two mechanical 
clocks. You put one in the field and one outside. Slow down time 
in the field, and for every hour that passes on the outside, one min- 
ute goes by on the clock on the inside. Speed it up, and the oppo- 
site occurs. 

Imagine the uses in medicine. A transplant heart is only viable 
for a short length of time — say two hours. But wrap a time- 
warped field around it and you could keep it for a hundred years for 
only a minute going by inside. How about time travel into the fu- 
ture? Stick a guy in a room with a time-warped field around it. 
Slow time down to a crawl inside the chamber. An hour later his 
time, the subject emerges — welcome to the 22nd century. Seri- 
ously! 

This Web site is a vast repository of time travel information of 
all sorts. It's tough to navigate, but be patient: the content is worth 
it. | have been nearly begging Dr. Anderson to hire me to take over 
Web site operations, so cast your vote forthe Brutarian Webmaster 
to take it on! 


STAR WARS.COM 


AND 


THEFORCE.NET 


The Star Wars saga is virtually inescapable, no matter from what 
walk of life you hail. Here are two of the best sources for your Star 
Wars info. 

The first, naturally, is StarWars.com. When Star Wars: Epi- 
sode |: The Phantom Menace was in production, fans visiting here 
were treated to a wonderful aspect that wasn't available during the 
making of the first three films: a Web site, and one of the slickest 
designs and graphics available on any Web site. 

Now, Star Wars: Episode ll is in production and, like the 
predecessor, you can follow along, day to day, as they build this 
epic visual extravaganza. Updates are constant, select pictures of 
behind-the-scenes stuff are there, and everything you wanted to 
know about Star Wars but were afraid to ask can be found here. 
You can even browse the fan sites on starwars.com — or create 
your own. It's free, and it's fun. 

The unequalled power of the Internet combines with the un- 
matched imagination of George Lucas, enabling him to take us 
along on the wondrous ride known as Star Wars. f it’s anywhere 
near as exciting as riding along during the making of Episode | — 
and it looks like it so far — you won't be disappointed. 

But starwars.com does not stand alone. Check out TheForce. 
net and be prepared to stay awhile. Easily one of the most com- 
prehensive and in-depth fan sites ever devoted to the Star Wars 
mythos, these guys make Trekkies look like casual Star Trek fans. 
With up-to-date news on Episode lI production and links to other 
Web locations with scoops and spoilers, there's a lot to see here. 
There are even crossword puzzles and other things to do. How 
about information on recently-registered Internet domain names by 
Lucasfilm, giving us an inside track on upcoming character names? 
Из fair to warn you now that if you don't like spoilers — info which 
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spoil the surprise for you — be careful what you click on here. 
TheForce.net is pretty good at warning you off, however. 

The most recent highlight on this site is the Episode // trailer. 
This would seem to be quite impossible, since Lucasfilm has not 
yet finished principal photography, has not done the scores of spe- 
cial effects, and thus has not yet produced a trailer for the film. 
Rest easy, this trailer is fan-made, and completely fake — but ab- 
solutely not to be missed! Using footage from the previous films as 
well as stealing some from films like Dune ("Tattooine" desert 
scenes) and Braveheart (an unbelievable scene where what looks 
like hundreds of light saber-wielding Jedi charge across a battle- 
field; in reality, they're sword-swinging Scotsmen with light saber- 
like glows added in), as well as music, if you didn't know this was a 
fake, you'd think it was the real thing. If nothing else, it's a great 
watch. 

If you're a Star Wars fan, keep checking both StarWars.com 
and TheForce.net regularly to keep up on everything. 


THE BABEL FISH 


BABELFISH.ALTAVISTA.COM 


There are several language translators out there, and indeed some 
commercial software packages available for a price — but for a 
reasonably reliable translator Web site for free, the Babel Fish 
takes the cake. Fans of Douglas Adams' Hitchhiker books will 
likely remember the tiny translator fish inserted into the ears of 
space travelers, a plot device that explained how everyone could 
understand everyone else. 

The site allows you to type or paste in anything in German, 


French, Spanish, Portuguese, Russian, or Italian and have it trans- 
lated into English — or vice versa — at the click of a mouse. Have 
a Web site you don't understand? Enter the URL and the Babel 
Fish will convert and display the site for you, just as the site was 
intended to appear, only in the language of your choice. 

The Babel Fisk page warns you not to trust your homework 
with this page, and | can attest to some amusing lack of under- 
standing of idioms between cultures and languages, but unless 
you're need the hard-core translator software and are willing to 
spend the many hundreds of bucks to do it, then the Babel Fish is 
perfect for you. Getting to know people around the world was 
never easier. 


EGROUPS MAILING LISTS 


WWW.EGROUPS.COM 


eGroups lets anyone set up a mailing list and moderate it. You can 
choose who can subscribe, what members сап or can't do, and 
whether groups are post-able. You can set up a company account, 
a hobby list, or nearly anything else you can imagine. Members 
can be allowed to post to the list; their posts get emailed to all the 


other members. Other freebies that come with the service are file 
areas, a calendar of events for the group, and even a live, Web- 
based chat channel. 

The price is advertisements in the emails — an extremely 
small price to pay for an extremely powerful mailing list. So power- 
ful that Brutarian uses one. Very powerful, very worth it. Even if all 
you want to do is set up a list for your family to join so you can all 
easily keep in touch, it's well worth it B 


Q 


From Scene To Shining Scene 
New CD * LP Out Now 


Honest Don's P.O. Box 192027 San Francisco, CA 94119 


www.honestdons.com www.chixdiggit.com 
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Gilbert Allen is a fiction writer who has appeared in the hallowed pages 
of Brutarian once before, a short story called Blessed Rage in Issue #18. 
Gil really needs to send our Webmaster his bio information and picture. 
Monstrous Alter Ego: Gil is the Mad Scientist digging up animal roadkill 
body parts. Just read his story in this issue, “Hospital Food.” 


Ozzy Fide drinks way too much beer, but it works out for a great sixpack 
rating system. His column, Six Pack Theater, appears in every issue of 
Brutarian, whether some of his opponents like it or not. Ozzy is too drunk 
to send our Webmaster his bio information and picture. Monstrous А!- 
ter Ego: Ozzy is the shambling monster in Stephen King’s short story 
“Gray Matter,” who drank bad beer and mutated into a slimy, gray, cat- 
eating horror. 


David M. Fitzpatrick is an aspiring writer from Bangor, Maine, home of 
Stephen King, a big plaster statue of Paul Bunyan, and way too many 
people who think lobster is good food. He runs a computer consultation 
business and designs Web sites, such as www.brutarian.com, as well. 
Being the Webmaster, he has already sent himself his bio information 
and pictures, and rambled on for quite some time about himself. Mon- 
strous Alter Ego: Indy is a vicious, snarling, slavering Irish whiskey 
beast, wrought with a temper and little patience and self-control. 


Hobbes is Dom Salemi's dog. You don't get in his face because he'll 
bite your nose off. He looks a lot better in photos than Dom. He also 
eats out of a bowl on the floor. He's is not a contributor, but he is the 
mascot at Casa Brutarian and we figured that counted for something. 
We have often wondered if Hobbes is Brutarian's true editor. Hobbes 
doesn't need bio information and picture on our Web site. Monstrous 
Alter Ego: Hobbes is just a dog. But possibly a were-dog. 


Chris Krolczyk did our cover this issue. He's very talented and has a 
thing for Frankenstein, which makes us wonder about his penchant for 
body parts sewn together. Chris has also not sent bio information and a 
picture, like at this point you're probably figuring that not to be a big sur- 
prise. Monstrous Alter Ego: Chris is undoubtedly a Frankenstein mon- 
ster (check out the cover!), obviously assembled by parts Gil collected. 


Justus Magee is a slightly insane heavy metal drummer and artist in 
Bangor, Maine. Justus doesn't care much about his bio information and 
picture on our Web site, so the Webmaster used what he had. Magee 
complained but still hasn't submitted bio information and his pic of 
choice. Monstrous Alter Ego: Justus is the Ego Monster! 


Stately Wayne Manor is a self-proclaimed Monstrous Egotist who knows 
a lot about wrestling and martial arts. His column On Manor's Mind ap- 
pears in every issue of Brutarian. But he doesn't know his Chens from 
his Chans. Stately responded with his bio information and picture for the 
Web site, but if it were any briefer it would be a footnote. Monstrous 
Alter Ego: Stately is the Mother Ego Monster who gave birth to the Ego 
Monster Justus Magee! 


Patrick McCaffrey is a writer who knows his stuff. We don't know much 
about him, though, and wish we did. Somehow, our Webmaster needs to 
get his bio information and picture. Monstrous Alter Ego: We're not 
sure, but whatever he becomes, his monstrous carcass would likely be 
found in the American Dime Museum. 


J. Osterhout is an artist about whom our Webmaster knows nothing, so 
he's off the hook temporarily — but still needs to get bio information and 
pic in right away. Monstrous Alter Ego: Based on the horrid "bipolar" 
cartoon, he is clearly the Pun Creature from Hell. 


Mark Poutenis is Brutarian's art director and regular interior art and 
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cover illustrator. His The Thinking Ape Blues comics are even being 
made into live-action shorts, with Mark starring as the naked human, 
Ben. *shudder* We still love you, man. Got any beer? (Note: Mark 
needs to send his bio information and picture.) Monstrous Alter Ego: 
Mark is his own brand of monster. 


Kathryn Kopple Romine used to be Kathryn A. Kopple, indicating she 
either got married or adopted or is just trying to muck up our records here 
and make the Webmaster do double duty fixing her bio page. Which 
would be easier if she would send her bio information and picture. Mon- 
strous Alter Ego: Awaiting word from Mr. Kopple Romine on just how to 
classify her. 


Linda M. Sharp is an internationally published humorist writing regularly 
on the joyous and frustrating world of relationships, from dating to mar- 
riage to parenting. Her work appears across the Internet and wraps 
around the globe in print publications from Canada to Malaysia to the 
USA. Linda actually sent her bio information and picture to the Webmas- 
ter. Angels and ministers of grace, defend us. Monstrous Alter Ego: 
Linda is definitely a little devil. 


Kiel Stuart is also an artist about whom the Webmaster knows nothing, 
but getting his bio info and pic to the Webmaster is still of utmost impor- 
tance. Monstrous Alter Ego: Gothabilly Zombie. 


Kerry Talbott is an artist who has, like most of the others gracing this 
page, ended up with a big blank bio page on the Web site, devoid of bio 
information and picture. Is this a damned conspiracy?! Monstrous Alter 
Ego: Не seems like such а nice guy, we'll just call him the Monster 
Keeper: in charge of this motley zoo. 


Paul A. Toth is an amazingly gifted writer. If there is any doubt at all to 
that statement, zip back and read “Can | Have My Background Back?” in 
this issue. Any writer who can make Muzak as intriguing and spellbind- 
ing as that is nothing short of a first-class wordsmith. Maybe he could 
put that writing ability to work and type out a bio and send it to our Web- 
master, along with a picture. Monstrous Alter Ego: Gargoyle. That 
bat-like hearing tuned him into some serious insights on Muzak. 


Phil B. Welcome is an artist so very true to the art brut or “raw art” ideals 
of Brutarian. He needs to send something besides his Web site URL to 
our Webmaster — like bio information and picture. Monstrous Alter 
Ego: Witch (warlock?) in a gingerbread house, into which nobody could 
Fill and B. Welcome. 


A Broken Metal Chair sitting in the Webmaster's office was more capa- 
ble of sending along its bio information and picture, without the Webmas- 
ter's help or request. If a broken metal chair can do it, why can't every- 
one else? | think the stale, moldy pizza from last week is working up a 
bio as | type... so unless you really want to look silly, get that info along! 
Monstrous Alter Ego: An animated, intelligent broken metal chair with 
fangs and claws! And a ravenous appetite for ASS, once they sit on it! 


Dom Salemi is the quintessential devil of Brutarian magazine. Visit our 
Web site at www.brutarian.com to read the startling epiphany of his evil 
nature. Notice how he's listed at the end out of alphabetical order here? 
That has nothing to do with his evil ways; we just like to stick him on the 
end of everything. If our Webmaster receives any more bio information 
and pictures of this meatball, said Webmaster might lose his mind. Mon- 
strous Alter Ego: So many monsters, so little time. Just think of him as 
a cunning doppelganger, capable of assuming any number of terrible 
forms — Italian Stallion, Wetland Shetland, Beer Guzzling Blob, Word 
Vampire, Phantom Pedophile Phlasher, Blooming Idiot. Has anyone told 
his fiancée this yet?! 
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The Art of Roles nying 
fav from Гео 


Download Ше 344-page Core Rules іп PDF 
format absolutely free. Experience the uni- 
versal role-playing game of the new millen- 
nium. Imagination Overload required — 
computer game junkies need not apply. 


www.prolepsisgames.com 


Prolepsis Games - 9 Central Street #209 - Bangor, ME 04401 
(207) 942-7824 - gamemaster@prolepsisgames.com 


